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POEMS 

BY 

DR. SWIFT. 



ODE TO DR. WILLIAM SANCROFT, 

LATK LORD BISHOP OF CA5TZRBUKT,* 

WRITTEN IN MAY 1689, AT THE DESIRE OF THE LATE 

LORD BISHOP OF ELY. 



I. 

Truth is eteroal, and the Son of Heay'n, 
Bright efflueacc of th* immortal raj. 
Chief cherub, and chief lamp, of that high sacred Seven, 
Which guard the throne by night, and are its light by 
day: 
First of God's darling attributes. 
Thou daily seest Him face to face. 
Xor does thy essence fix'd depend on giddy circum- 
stance 
Of time or place, 
Two foolish guides in ev'ry sublunary dance : 
How shall we find Thee then in dark disputes ? 
How shall we search Thee in a battle gain'd, 
Or a weak argument by force maintain'd ? 

* This poem, with that addressed to Mr. Congreve, and the one on 
Sir William Temple's Illness and Recovery, were first published, in 
1789, from an authentic manuscript, tairly and correctly written out 
as if intended for the press; and from the dates, it is supposed that 
these were among the first, if not the earliest productions of the 
Dean*s Muse. N. 
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2 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

In dagger contests, and th' artillery of words, 
(For swords are madmen^s tongues, and tongues are mad- 
men's swords) 

Contrived to tire all patience out. 

And not to satisfy the doubt ? 

IT. 

But where is e'en thy Image on our earth ? 
For of the person much I fear, 
Since Heaven will claim its residence as well as birth. 
And God himself has said, He shall not find it here. 
For this inferior world is but Heaven's dusky shade. 
By dark reverted rays from its reflexion made ; 

Whence the weak shapes wild and imperfect pass, 
Iiike sunbeams shot at too far distance from a glass : 

Which all the mimic forms express. 
Though in strange uncouth postures, and uncomely 
dress; 
So when Cartesian artists try 
To solve appearances of sight 
In its reception to tlie eye, 
And catch the living landscape tlirough a scanty light,* 
The figures all inverted shew, 
And colours of a faded hue ; 
Here a pale shape with upward footstep treads, 
And men seem walking on their heads; 
There whole herds suspended lie 
Ready to tumble down into the sky ; 
Such are the ways ill-guided mortals go 
To judge of things above by things below. 
Disjointing shapes as in the fairy land of dreams, 
Or images that sink in streams ; 
iNo wonder, then, we talk amiss 

* The experiment of the dark chamber, to demonstrate Ughl to be 
hy rcceptioo of the object, and not by emission. 9. 
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Of trutb, and irhat, or where it is: 
3zyj Muse, for thou, if any, koow'st 
Since the bri^t esBeoce fled, where haunts the revererHl 
ghost? 

III. 
If all that our weak knowledge titles virtue, be 
(High Truth) the best resemblance of exalted Thee» 

If a mind iixM to combat fate 
With those two powerful swords, submission and hu- 
mility, 
Sounds truly good, or truly great; 
111 may I live, if the good Sancroft in his holy rest^ 
In the divinity of retreat. 
Be not the brightest pattern earth can show 

Of heav'n-bom Truth below : 
But foolish man still judges what is best 
In his own balance, false and light, 
FoirwiD^ opinion, dark, and blind. 
That vagrant leader of the mind. 
Till honesty and conscience are dear out of aght 

rv. 

And some, to be large ciphers in a state, 

Pleas'd with an empty swelling to be counted great; 

Make their minds travel o^er infinity of space, 
BrappM through the wide expanse of thought, 
And oft in contradiction's vortex caught. 

To keep that worthless clod, the body, in one place ? 

Errors like this did old astronomers misguide^ 

Led blindly on by gross philosophy and pride^ 
Who, like hard masters, taught the sun 
Through many a needless sphere to iim. 

Many an eccentric and unthrifty motion make^ 
And thousand incoherent joumies take, 
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Whilst all th' advantage by it got, 
Was but to light esuith's Inconsiderable s]^U 
The herd beneath, who see the weathercock of state 

Hung loosely on the church's pinnacle, 
Believe it firm, because perhaps the day is mild and still ; 
But when they find it tuiii with the first blast of fate. 
But gazing upward giddy grow. 
And think the chui*ch itself does so ; - 
Thus fools, for being strong and numerous known. 
Suppose the truth, like all the world, their own ; 
And holy Bancroft's motion quite irregular appears, 
Because 'tis opposite to theirs. 

V. 

In vain then would the Muse the multitude advise, 
Whose peevish knowledge thus perversely lies 

In gath'ring follies from the wise ; . 
Rather put on thy anger and thy spite. 

And some kind powV for once dispense 
Through the dark mass, the dawn of so much s^nse. 
To make them understand, and feel me when I write; 

Tlie Muse and I no more revenge desire. 
Each line shall stab, shall blast, like daggers and like 
fire ; 
Ah, Britain, land of angels.! which of all iby sins, 
(Say, hapless isle, although 
It is a bloody list we know) 
Has given thee up a dwelling place to fiends ? 

Sin and the plague ever abound 
In governments too easy, and too fruitful ground ; 
Evils which a too gentle king, 
Too nourishing a spring. 
And too warm summers bring : 
Our British soil is over rank, and breeds 
Among the noblest flow '1*8. a thousaQd ppis'oous weeds, 
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And ev'iy sdnking weed so lofty grows, 

AgV 'twould overshade the Royal Rose, 

The Ilt>yal Rose the gloiy of our nooro, 

But, ah, too much without a thcnrn. 

^j'^^^riginaJ imldQesB) this ill govem'd zeal, 
Tn thp nif?S*7 slighted Muse can do 

Al* UlC Mil.. • r % ■% 

__ / ^on of these days ; 

No province no ». -^ / 

» J * I, 1^ j^" "cr but to rail 
And poetry has losi ^ 

Alas, the occasions a"^^y«*^ 

*\ few * 
None e'er but you, 

i.nd your Almighty Master; . 

WiiSi heavenly peace of mind 

(Free firom oax tyrant passdons, anger, scom, or^ 

The giddy turns of pop'W rage, 

And all the contradictious of a ^isouM age ; 

The Sod of God pronoonc'd by the same breath 

YHiidi straight pnmounc'd hisdeath ; 

And though I should but ill be understood 

In wholly equalling our sin and theirs, 

And measuring by the scanty thread of wit 

What we call holy, and great, and just, and good, 

(Methods in talk whereof oui pride and ignorance 

. make use) 

And which our wild ambition foolishly compares 

With endlesB and with infinite ; 

Yet pardon, native Albion, when I say. 

Among thy stubborn sons there haunts that spirit of Jews' 

That those forsaken wretches who to day 

Revile His great ambassador. 

Seem to discover what they would have done 

(Were his humanity on earth once more) 

To his undoubted Mader, Heaven's Almighty Son. 




6 SWIFT'S POEMS. 



TII. 

But zeal is weak and ignoraat, though wond'rods prou^. 
Though very turbulent and very loud ; 
The crazj composition shows, 
Like that fantastic medley in the idoFs toes^ 
Made up of iron mixM with clay. 
This crumbles into dust, 
That moulders into rust, 
Or melts by the fii-st show'r ^/C^^^ 
Nothing is fix'd that mortals' , * 

Unless, perhaps, some s^^ ' 

And those, alas, d^cellence below; 
like all trarwoiEediums cheat our sight 
^^^iitd objecU lessen by their hefeht : 
^"'Thus, primitive Sancroft moves too bi^ 
To be observ'd br vulgar eye, 
And rolls the sVent year 
On his own sicret regulat sphete, 
And sheds^ thougtall unseen, his sacred inflaenee htte-/ 

VIII. 

Kind star» still may'st thou shed thy sacred influence 
here, 
Or from thy prWate peaceful oA i^pear; 
For, sure, we want some guide from Heav'n to show 
The way which ev*ry wand'ring fool below 

Pretends so perfectly to know ; 
And which for aught I see, and much I fear» 

The world has wholly miss'd ; 
I mean the way which leads to Christ : 
Mistaken ideols ! see how giddily they niii> 
Led blindly on by avarice and pride, 
What mighty numben follow them { 
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Each fond of erring vith his guide : 
Some whom arobitioa drives, seek Heaven's high Son 
In Caesar's court, or in Jerusalem : 
Others, ignorantly wise. 
Among proud doctors and disputing pharisees : 
What could the sages gain but unbelieving scorn ; 

Their faith was so uncourtly when they said 
That Heaven's high Son was in a village bom ; 
That the world's Saviour had been 
In a vile manger laid. 
And foster'd in a wretched inn ? 

IX. 

Necessity, thou tyrant conscience of the great, 
Say, why the church is still led blindfold by the state ; 
"Why should the first be ruin'd and laid waste, 
To mend dilapidations in the last ? 
And yet the world, whose eyes are on our mighty Prince, 

Thinks Heav'n has cancelPd all our sins, 
And that his sul^jectg share his happy influence ; 
Follow the model dose, for so I*m sure they diould. 
But wicked kings draw more examples than the good ; 

And divine Sancroft, weary with the weight 
Of a declining church, by faction her worst foe op- 
pressed. 
Finding the mitre almost grown 
A load as heavy as the crown. 
Wisely retreated to his heavenly rest 

X. 

Ah, may no unkind earthquake of the state^ 
JN'or hurricane from the crown. 
Disturb the present mitre, as that fearful storm of late. 
Which in its dusky march aloug the plain, 
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Swept up whole churches as it list, 
Wrapp'd in a whirlwind and a mist ; 
Idke that prophetic tempest in the virgin reign, 
And swallow'd them at last, or flung them down 
Such were the storms good Sancroft long has borne; 
The mitre, which his sacred head has worn, 
Was, like his Master's Crown, inwreath'd with thorn. 
Death's sting is swallowed up in victory at last. 
The bitter cup is from him pass'd : 
Fortune in both extremes 
Though blasts from contrariety of winds, 

Yet to firm heavenly minds. 
Is but one thing under two difTerent names ; 
And even^the sharpest eye that has the prospect seen. 

Confesses ignorance to judge between ; 
And must to human reasoning opposite conclude. 
To point out which is moderation, which is fortitude. 

XI. 

Thus Sancroft, in the exaltation of retreat^ 
Shows lustre that was shaded in his seat ; 
Short glimmerings of the prelate glorified ; 
Which the disguise of greatness only served to bide. 
Why should the Sun, alas, be proud 
To lodge behind a golden cloud ; 
Though fringed with ev'uing gold the cloud appears 

so gay, 
*Tis but a lowborn vapour kindled by a ray ; 
At length 'tis overblown and past, 
PufT'd by the people's sprightful blast, 
The dazzling glory dims their prostituted sight, 
No deflowered eye can face the naked light : 
Tet does this high perfection well proceed 
From strength of its own native seed, 
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This wilderness, the world, like that poetic wood of old. 
Bears one^ and but one braoch of ^old. 
Where the Uess'd i^irit lodges like the doye, 
And which (to heayeoly soil transplanted) will improve, 
To be, as 'twas below, the brightest plant above ; 
For, whatever Iheologic lev'llers dream, 
There are degrees above I know 
As well as here below, 
(The goddess Muse herself has told me so) 
Where high patrician souls dressM heavenly gay, 
Sit clad in lawn of purer woyen day. 
There some high-spirited throne to Sancroft shall be 
given. 
In the metropolis of Heaven ; 
Chief of the mitred saints, and from archprelgte here» 
Translated to archangel there. 

XII. 

Since, happy saint, since k has been of late 
£ither our blindness or our fate. 
To lose the providence of thy caress 
Pity a miserable church's tears. 
That begs the pow'riiil blessing of thy prayers. 
Some angel say, what were the nation's crimes^ 
That sent these wild reformers to our times : . 
Say what their sekiseless malice meant. 
To tear religion's lovely face ; 
Strip her of ev'ry ornament and grace i . 
In striving to wash oiF th' imaginary paint: 

Religion now does on her deathbed lie. 
Heart-sick of a hi^ fever and consuming atrophy ; 
How the physicians swarm to show their diortal skill. 
And by their^ college arts methodically kill : 
Reformers and physicians differ but in name^ 
One end in both, and the design the same ; 
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Cordials are in their talk, while all thejr meaft 
Is but the patient's death, and gain— -- 
Check in thy satire, angry Mube^ 
Or a more worthy subject choose : 
Let not the outcasts of this outcast age 
Provoke the honour of my Muse's rage. 
Nor be thy mighty spirit rais'd, 
Since Heaven and Cato both are pleas'd-^ 

[The rest of tbe poem is lost} 



ODE TO THE HON. SIR WILLIAM TEM] 



WBITfEN AT HOOR PARK, IN JUNE, 1689. 



I. 

TiRTUE, the greatest of all monarchies ! 
Till, its first emperor, rebellious man 
Depos'd from ojQT his seat, 
It fell, and broke with its own weight 
Into small states and principalities, 

By many a petty lord possessed, 
But ne'er rince seated in one single breast I 
'Tis you who must this land subdue, 
The mighty conquest's left for you. 
The conquest and discovery too; 
Search out this Utopian ground. 
Virtue's Terra Incognita, 
Where none ever led the way, 
Kor ever «nce but in descriptions found; 

Like the philosopher's stone, 
With rules to search it, yet obtain'd by oone« 
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II. 

We have too long been led astray; 
Too long haTe our misguided souk been taught 
With rules from musty morals brought, 
'Tis you must putusio the way; 
Let us (for shame !) no more be fed 
With antique reliques of the dead. 
The gleanings of plulosophy; 
Philosophy, the lumber of the school^ 
The roguay of alchemy; 
And we, the bubbled fook, 
^nd aU our preset life, in hopes of gcdden rules. 

III. 
But what does our proud ignorance Leandng call? 

" We oddly Plato's paradox make good. 
Our knowledge is but mere remenribrance all ; 

Remembrance is oar treasure and our food; 
Nature's fair tablebodc, our tender souls. 
We scrawl aU o'er with old and empty rules, 
Stale memorandums of the schools : 
For Learning's migh^ treasures look 
In that deep grave a book; 
Think that she there does aH her treasures hide, 
And that her troubled ^lost still haunts there since she 

died. 
Confine her walks to colleges and schools; 
Her priest, her train, and followers show 
As if they all were i^pectres too ! 
They purchase knowledge at th' expense 
Of common breeding, commmi sense. 
And grow at once scholars and fools; 
Affect iD-manner'd pedantry, 
BadenesB^ iU-nature, inciirility, 

B 3 
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Aod, sick with dregs of knowledge grown, 
Which greedily they swallow down, 
Still cast it up, aod nauseate company. 

ir. 

Curs'd be the wretch ! nay doubly curs'd ! 
(If it may lawful be 

To curse our greatest enemy) 
Who learu'd himself that heresy first 

(Which since has seiz'd on all the rest) 
That knowledge forfeits all humanity; 
Taught us, like Spaniards, to be proud and poor, 

And fling our scraps before our door ! 
Thrice happy you have 'scap'd this general pest } 
Those mighty epithets, leam'd, good, and great, 
Which we ne'er join'd before, but in romances meet. 
We find in you at last united grown. 

You cannot be compar'd to one : 

I must, like him that painted Venus^ face, 

Borrow from every one a grace; 
Virgil and Epicurus will not do. 

Their courting a retreat like you, 
Unless I put in Csesar's learning too : 

Your happy frame at once controls 

This great triumvirate of souls. 

Y. 

Let not old Rome boast Fabius's fate ; 
Hesav'd his' country by delays. 

But you by peace. 
You bought it at a cheaper rate ; 
I^or has it left the usual bloody scar, 

To show it cost its price in war ; 

War tliat made game the world so loves to play^ 

And for it does so dearly pay ; 
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For, tbou^ irith loss, or Tktoiy, a vhile 

Fortune the gunestan does b^;iiile» 
Tet at the last the box sweeps all awaj. 

VI. 

Only the laurel got by peace 
No thunder e'er can blast : 
Th' artillery of the skies 
Shoots to the earth, and dies : 
And ever green and flourlshiog Hwill last, 
Nor dipped in blood, nor widows' tears, not orphans' 
criesy 
About the head crowo'd with these bays, 
like lambent fire the lightning plajs ; 
Nor, its triumphal cavalcade to giace. 

Makes up its solemn train with death ; 
It melts the sword of war, yet keeps it in the dieath. 

VII. 

The wily shifts of state, those jugglers' tricks. 
Which we call deep designs and politics, 
(As in a theatre the ignorant fry. 

Because the cords escape their eje. 

Wonder to see the motions fly) . ■. fv .' 
Methinks, when you expose the scene, - '• . -. 

Down the ill-oigan'd engines fall; 
Off fly the vizards, and discover ail: - \ ..1 

How plain I see through the deceit i ■ 
How shallow, and how gross, the. cheat ! 
Look where the pully's tied above ! 
Great God i (said I) what have I seen ! 
On what poor engines move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and designs of states ! 

What petty motives rule their fates i 
How die mouse makes the mighty mountain shake ! 
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The mighty mountain labours with its birtli» 

Away the frighten'd peasants fly, 

ScarM at th' unheard of prodigy. 
Expect some great gigantic son of earth ; 
Lo ! it appears ! 

See how they tremble ! how they quake I 
Out starts the little mouse, and mocks their idle fears 

vni. 
Then tell, dear favourite Muse! 
What serpent's that which still resortii^ 
Still lurks in palaces and courts ? 
Take thy unwonted flight, 
And on the terrace light. 

See where she lies ! 
See how she rears her head, 
And rolls about her dreadful eyes, 
To drive all virtue out, or look it dead ! 
'Twas sure this badlisk sent Temple thence. 
And though as some ('tis said) for their defence 
Have worn a casement o'er their skin. 
So he wore his within, 
Made up of virtue and transparent innocence $ 

And though he oft renew'd the fi^t. 
And almost got priority of sight. 

He ne'er could overcome her quite^ 
In pieces cut, the viper still did reunite ; 

Till, at lastf'tur'd with loss of time and ease^ 
Resolv'd to give himself, as well as country, peace. 

IX. 

Sing, belov'd Muse ! the pleasures of retreat, 

And in some untouched virgin strain, 
Show the delights thy sister Nature yields ; 
Sing of thy vale% aing^of thy woods^ angof thy fiddi; 
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Go, pubfidi o'er the plain 
How m^bty a (Hrooelyte you gainf 
How noUe a reprisal on the great! 

How is the Muse ItixiiriaDt grown I 
Whene'er she takes this flight 
She soars clear out of sight* 
These are the paradkes of her own : 

Thy Pegasus, like an unmly hors^ 
Though ne'er so gently led. 
To the lov'd pasture where he us'd to fee4» 
Runs violent o'er his usual course. 
Wake from thy wanton dreams, 

Ck)me from thy dear-lov'd streams^ 
The crooked paths of wandering Thames > 
Fain the fiaiir nymph would stay. 
Oft she lo<to back in vain. 
Oft 'gainst her fountain does complain. 
And softly steals in many windings down, 
As loth to see the hated court and towi^ 
And nuumurs as she glides away. 

In this new happy scene 
Are nobler subjects for your learned pen ; 

Here we expect from yon 
More than your predecessor Adam knew; 
Whatever moves our wonder, or our sport. 
Whatever serves for innocent emblems of the court ; 

How that which we a kernel see, 
(Whose well-compacted forms escape the lights 
UnpiercM by the bluut rays of sight) 

Shall ere long grow into a tree ; 
Wheoce takes it its increase, and whence its birth. 
Or firom the sun, or from the air, or from the eartl^ 
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There all the fruitful atoms lie ; 

How some go downward to the root. 
Some more ambitiously upward fly, 
And form the leaves, the branches, and the fruit. 
Tou strove to cultivate a barren court in vain, 
Tour garden's better worth your noble pain. 
Here mankind fell> and hence must rise again. 

XI. 

Shall I believe a spuit 6o< divine 

Was cast in the same mould with mine ? 
Why then does Nature so unjustly share 
Among her elder sons the whole estate 

And all her jewels and her plate ? 
Poor we ! cadets of Heaven, not worth her care, 
Take up at best with lumber and the leavings of a fa 

Some she binds 'prentice to the spade^ 

Some to the drudgery of a trade ; 
Some she does to Egyptian bondage draw, 
Bids us make bricks, jet sends us to look out for str^ 

Some she condemns for life to try 
To dig the leaden mines of deep philosophy : 
Me she has to the Muse's gallies tied» r 

In vain I strive to cross this spacious main, 
In vain I tug and pull the oar. 
And when I almost jccacfa the shore, 
Straight the Muse turns the hekn, and I launch < 
again: 

And yet, to feed my pride. 
Whene'er I mourn, stops my complaining breath, 
With promise of a mad reversion after death. 

XII. 

Then, Sir, accept this worthless vei»e> 
The tribute of an humble Muse, 
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'Tis all the portion of my niggard stars; ' 
Nature the hidden spark did at my birth infuse. 
And kindled first with indolence and ease ; 

And since, too oft debauch 'd bj praise, 
^Tis now grown an incurable disease : 
Id vain to quench this foolish fire I try 

In wisdom and philosophy r 

In vain all wholesome herbs I sow. 
Where nought but weeds will grow : 
Whate'er I plant (like com on l)arren earth) 
By an equivocal birth 

Seeds, and runs up to poetry. 



ODE TO KING WILLIAM,* 

ON HIS SUCCESSES IN IRELAND. 

TO purchase kingdoms, and to buy renown. 
Are arts peculiar to dissembling France ; 

Yoo, mighty monarch, nobler actions crown. 
And solid virtue does your name advance. 

Tour matchless courage with your prudence joins 
The glorious structure of your fame to raise ; 

With its own light your dazzling glory shines, 
And into adoration turns our praise. 



* This Ode, which had been long sought after without success, was 
int ascertained to be Swill *s in Nicholses " Select Collection of 
Ibems, I778,*« voL IV. p. 903. That it is the Dean's, there is not the 
Jnit doubt. He refers to it in the second stanza of bis " Ode to the 
A&eoian Society^,^' and expressly marks it by a marginal note, under 
fte title of '* The Ode I writ to the king in Ireland ;" see p. 20 ; and 
«e alio ^ The Gentleman's Journal, July, 1692,'* p. la X>i . 
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Had you by dull sucoesaion gaiu'd your crowir 
(Cowards are monarchs by that title made,) 

Fart of your merit chance would call her own. 
And half your virtues had been lost in shade. 

But now your worth its just reward shall have ; 

What trophies and what triumphs are your due{ 
Who could so well a dying nation save, 

At once deserve a crown, and gain it too t 

Tou saw how near we were to ruin brought, 
Tou saw th' impetuous torrent rolling on ; 

And timely on the coming danger thought, 
Which we could neither obviate nor shun. 

Britannia stripped of her sole guard, the laws, 
Heady to fall Rome's bloody sacrifice ; 

Tou straight stepp'd in, and from the monster's jaws 
Did bravely snatch the lovely, helpless prize. 

Nor this is all ; as glorious is the care 
To preserve conquests, as at first to gain : 

In this your virtue claims a double share, 

Which, what is bravely won, does well maintain. 

Tour arm has now your rightful title show'd, 
An arm on which all Europe's hopes depend. 

To which they look as to some guardian God, 
That must their doubtful liberty defend. 

Amaz'd, thy action at the Boyne we see ! 

When Schomberg started at the vast design : 
The boundless glory all redounds to thee, 

Tb' impulse, the fight^ th' event, were wholly thine. 



■PV* 
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lie braTe attempt does all our foes disarm ; 

You need but now give cHrders and command. 
Your name shall the remaining vork perform. 

And ^pare the labour ot joar conquering hand. 

France does in vain her feeble arts applj. 
To internet the fortune of your course : 

Your influence does the vain attacks delj 
Of secret malice, or of open force. 

Boldlj we hence the brave commencement date 
Of glorious deeds, that must all tongues employ; 

William's the pledge and earnest given by (ate 
Of England's gloiy, and her lasting joy.* 



ODE TO THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY.f 

Moor Ftok, Fck 14, I69L 
I. 

AS when the deluge first b^n to fall, 

'lliat mighty ebb, never to flow again. 
When this huge body's moisture was so great. 

It quite o'ercame the vital heat; 
That mountain, which was highest first of all, 
Ajqpear'd above the universal main, 

* ** Sometimes a man of geoias, in bis first effbsions, is so &r from 
Rvealing his future powers, that, on the contrary, oo reasonable hope 
OB be formed of his success. In the violent struggle of his mind, he 
may pve a wrong direction to his talents, as Swifts in two Pindaric 
Odes.** DUsraeli^s Dissertation on Anecdotes, p. 32.'From this se* 
were remark the present Ooi is an excdlent appeal. N. 

t ** I have been told, that Dryden, having perused these Terseit 
i^ * Goarin Swift, you will never be a poet ;* and that this dennn- 
cation was the motive of Swift*8 perpetual malevolence to Dryden.** 

MUUKHf* 
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• 

To bless the primitive sailor's ireaiy sight ! 
Aod 'twas perhaps Parnassus, if ia height 

It be as gr^at as 'tis in fame, 

And uigh to Heaven as is its name : 
So, after th' inundation of a war, 
When Leaining's little household did embark, 
With her world's fruitful system, in her adcred ark. 

At the first ebb of noise and fear, 
Philosophy's exalted head appears; 
And the Dove-Muse will now no longer stay. 
But plumes- his silver wings, and flies away ; 

And DOW a laurel wreath she brings firom far. 

To crown the happy conqueror. 

To show the flood begins to cease, 
And brings the dear reward of victory and peace. 

' r 

m 

II. 

The eager Miise took 'wing upon the^ waves' decline. 
When war her cloudy aspect just witbHrPw, 
When^thc l>r!gbt sun of peace began to shine. 

And for a while in heavenly contemplation sat, 
On the high top of peaceful Ararat ; 

And pluck'd a laurel branch (for laiurel was the.fin^ 

1 ... 

that grew, 
The first of plants after the thunderstorm and rain) 

And thence, with joyful nimble wiog. 

Flew dutifully back again, 
And made an humble chaplet for the King.^ 

And the Dove-Muse is fled once more, 
(Glad of the victory, yet frighten'd at the war) 

And now discovers from afar 

A peaceful and a flourisliing shore : 

• The Ode I writ to the Kinj ia Ireland. Swift.— Sec this i 
p. 17. 



■Ml 
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No soooer did she land 
^o the delightful strand, 

a straight she sees the country all around, 
^^^^^- fatal Neptune rul'd crewhile. 
Scattered ^^^ flow'ry yaks, with fruitful gardens 

^wn'd, 
^ And ma^ ^ pleasant vood ? 
As if the univet^i ^^^e 
Had rather water^G-^ ^^ droifn'd : 
It seems some floating piue ©f Paralise, 

Presenr'd by wonder from ^e flood, 
Long wandering through the ceep, as we are told 
FamM Delos did of «id ; 
And the transported MuseimaginM it 
To be a fitter bulb-place for the God of nit. 
Or the mtch-talk'd oracular grove , 
When, with amaoo^ jcj, she hears 
An unknown music all iround. 

Charming her gieedy ears, 
With manj a heavenly song, 
Of nature and of art, of deep [^losophj and love ; 
While angels tune the voice, and God inspires the 

ton^e. 
la vain she catches at the empty sound. 
In vain pursues the music with her longing eye. 
And courts the wanton echoes as they fly. 

III. 
PMon, ye great unknown, and far exalted men. 
The wild excursions of a youthful pen ; 
Forgive a young, and (almost) virgin Muse. 
Whom blind and eager curiosity 
(Yet curiosity, they say, 
Ii in her sex a crime needs no excuse) 

Hasforc'd to grope her uncouth wa^'. 
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After a mlghly light that leads Iter wandering eye. 
No wonder then she quits the narrow path of senf 
For a dear ramble through impertinence ; 
Impertinence ! the scurvy of mankind. 
And all we fools, who are the greater part * ^ 
Though we be of two different factio-'*^^ 

Both the good-tiatur'd and the P' 
Yet wheresoever you look, yop* ^^^7^ *°^ 
We join like ffies Bnd wasps, ir^^juzzing about wit. 
In me, who am dt the fir- sect of these. 
All merit, that transceids the humble rules 
Of my own dazzlet scanty sense. 
Begets a kinder fouy and impertmence 

Of adminfttion and of praise. 
And our gorJ brethren of the surly ffict, 
Must een all herd us with their kindred fools : 
For though possessed of present vogue, they*ve m 
Railing, a rule of wit, and obloquy, a trade ; 
Yet the same want of brains produces each e£^t. 
And you, whom Pluto's helm does wisely shroud 

From us, the blind and thoughtless crowd. 
Like the famM hero in his mother's cloud, 
Who both our follies and impertinences see, 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and me. 

IV. 

But censure's to be understood 
Th' authentic mark of tlie elect, 
The public stamp Heaven sets on all that's great i 
good. 
Our shallow search and judgment to direct. 
The war, methinks has made 
Out wit and learning narrow as our trade; 
Instead of boldly sailing far, to buy 
A stock of wisdom and philosophy, 
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We fondly stay at home, in fear 
Of every censurii^ privateer; 
Forcing a wretched trade by beating down the sale^ 
And selling basely by retail. 
The wits, I mean the atheists of the age, 
1Yho fain would rule the pulpit, as they do the stage ; 
Wondrous refiners of philosophy, 
Of morals and divinity, 
By the new modish S3rstem of reducing all to sense, 
Against all logic, and concluding laws, 
Bo own th' effects of Providence, 
And yet deny the cause. 

V. 

This hopeful sect, now it begins to see 
How little, very little, do prevail 
Their first and chiefest force 
To censure, to cr}* down, and rail, 
Not knowing what, or where, or who you be^ 
\^ll quickly take another course : 

And, by their never-failing ways 
Of solving all appearances they please, 
We soon shall see them to their ancient methods fall, 
And straight deny you to be men, or any thing at alL 

I laugh at the grave answer they will make, 
Which they have always ready, general, and cheap : 
'Tis but to say, that what we daily meet, 
And by a fond mistake 
Peihaps imagine to be wondrous wit. 
And think, alas ! to be by mortals writ. 
Is but a crowd of atoms justling in a heap ; 

Which from eternal seeds b^n. 
Jostling some thousand years till ripenM by the sun ; 
They're now, just now, as naturally born, 
As from the womb of earth a field of com. 
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VI. 

But as for poor conteoted mc, 
Who must my.jjveakness and my ignorance confess. 
That I believe in much I ne'er can hope to see ; 
Methinks I'm satisfi'd to guess, 
That this new, noble, and delightful scene, 
Is wonderfully mov'd by some exalted men. 

Who have well studied in the world's disease, 
{That epidemic error and depravity, 
Or in our judgment or our eye) 
That what surprises us can only please. 
We often search contentedly the whole world lound, 
To make some great discovery ; 
And scorn it when 'tis found. 
Just so the mighty Nile has suffered in its fame, 

Because 'tis said (and perhaps only said) 
We've found a little inconsiderable head. 

That feeds ihe huge unequal stream. 
Consider human folly, and you'll quickly own, 

That all the praises it can give, 
By which some fondly boast they shall for ever live. 
Won't pay th' impertinence of being known : 
Else why should tlie fam'd Lydian king, 
(Whom all the charms of an usurped wife and state, 
With all that power unfelt, courts mankind to be grei 

Did with new unexpericncM glories wait) 
Still wear, still doat, on his invi^ble ring ? 

VII. 

Were I to form a regular thought of Fame, 
Which is perhaps as hard t' imagine right, 
As to paint Echo to the sight ; 
I would not draw th' idea from an empty name ; 
Because, alas ! when we all die, 
Careless and ignorant posterity, 
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Although they praise the learniiig and the vit. 

And though the title seems to show 
The name and man faj irhora the book was writ, 
Tethow shall thej be brought to know, 
Whether that very name was he, or you, or I ? 
XesB should I daub it o'er with transitoiy praise^ 

And water-colours of these days : 
These days ! where e'eo th' extravagance of poetiy. 
Is at a loss for figures to express 
Men's folly, whimsies, and inconstancy. 
And by a faint description makes them less. 
Then tell us what is Fame, where shall we search for it ? 
Look where exalted Virtue and Religion sit. 
Enthroned with heavenly wit ! 
Look where you see 
The greatest scorn of learned vanity ! 
(And then how much a nothing is mankind ! 
Whose reason is weighed down by popular air, 
Who, by that, vainly talks of baffling death ; 
And hopes to lengthen life by a transfiision of breath) 

Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
To be an art as vain as bottling up of wind !) 
And when you find out these, believe true fame is there, 

Far above all reward, yet to which all is due : ' 
And this, ye great unknown 1 is only known in you. 

Tin. 
The juggling sea-god, when by chance trepann'd 
Bj some instructtd querist sleeping on the sand, 
Impatient of all answers, straight became 
A stealing brook, and strove to creep away 

Into his native sea, 
Vest at their follies, murmur'd in his stream ; 
But disappointed of his fond desire, 
Would vanish in a pyramid of fire. 
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This surly slippery God, when he design*<!^ 

To furnish his escapes, 
Ne'er borrow'd more variety of shapes 
Than you to please and satisfy mankind, 
And seem (almost) transform'd to water, flame, and air. 

So -well you answer all phenomena there : 
Though madmen and the wits, philosophers and fools, 
With all that factious or enthusiastic dotards dream. 
And all the incoherent jargon of the schools ; 

Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love, and shame, 
Contrive to shock your minds with many a senselesfl 

doubt ; 
Doubts where the Delphic God would gi'ope in igno^ 
ranee and night, 
The God of learning and of light 
Would want a God himself to help him out. 

IX. 

Philosophy, as it before us lies, 
Seems to have borrow'd some ungrateful taste 
Of doubts, impertinence, and niceties. 
From every age through which it pass 'd, 
But always with a stronger relish of the last. 
This beauteous queen, by Heaven design'd 
To be the great original 
For man to dress and polish liis uncourtly mind, 
Id what mock habits have they put her since the fall ? 
More oft in fools' and madmen's hands than sages. 
She seems a medley of all ages, 
With a huge farthingale to swell her fustian stuff, 
A new commode, a topknot, and a rufl^ 
Her face patch'd o'er with modem pedantry, 
With a long sweeping train 
Of comments and disputes, ridiculous and rain, 
All of old cut with a new i\ye : 
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How soon have you restored her chamis 
And rid her of her lumber and her books, 
Brest her again genteel and neat, 
And rather tight than great ! 
How fond we are to court her to our arms ! 
How much of Heaven is in her naked looks ! 

X. 

Thus the deluding Muse oft blinds me to her ways^ 
And e'en my very thoughts transfers 
And changes all to beauty, and the praise 
Of that proud tyrant sex of hers. 
The rebel Muse, alas ! takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart. 
And you with fatal and immortal wit conspire 
To fan tli' unhappy fire. 
Cruel unknown ! what is it you intend ? 
Ah ! could you, could you hope a poet for your friend T 

Rather forgive what my first transport said : 
!May all the blood, which shall by woman's scorn be 
shed, 
Lie upon you and on your children's head ! 
For you (ah ! did I think I e'er should live to see 
The fatal time when that could be !) 
Have e'en increased their pride and cruelty. 
Woman seems now above all vanity grown^ 
Still boasting of her great unknown 
Platonic champions, gain'd without one female wile. 
Or the vast charges of a smile ; 
Which 'tis a shame to see how much of late 
TouVe taught the covetous wretches to o'errat^ 
And which they Ve now the consciences to weigh 
In the same balance with our tears^ 
And with such scanty wages pay 
The bondage and the slavery of years. 
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Let the vain sex dream oo ; the empire comes from us, 
And had they common generositj. 
They would not use us thus. 
Well — though youVe rais'd her to this high degr^ 

Ourselves are rais'd as well as she : 
And, spite of all that they or you can do, 
'Tis pride and happiness enough to me, 
Still to be of the same exalted sex with you. 

xr. 
Alas, how fleeting and how vain, 
Is e'en the nobler man, our learning and our witi 
I sigh whene'er I think of it : 
As at the closing of an unhappy scene 
Of some great king and conqueror's death, 
When the sad melancholy Muse 
Stays but to catch his utmost breath. 
I grieve, this nobler work most happily begun. 
So quickly and so wonderfully carry'd on, 
May fall at last to interest, folly, and abuse. 
There is a noontide in our lives, 
Which still the sooner it arrives. 
Although we boast our winter sun looks bright. 
And foolishly are glad to see it at its height. 
Yet so mudi sooner comes the long and gloomy night. 

No conquest ever yet begun, 
And by one mighty hero carried to its height, 
K'er flourish'd under a successor or a son ; 
It lost some mighty pieces through all hands it past. 
And vanished to an empty title in the last. 
For, when the animating mind is fled 
(Which nature never can retain, 
Nor e'er call back again) 
The body, though gigalitic, lies all coM and dead. 
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xiu 
And thus undoubtedlj Hwill fare 
With vhat unhappy men shall dare 
To be successors to these great unknown, 
On Learning's high establish'd throne. 
Censure, and Pedantry, and Pride, 
Numberless nations, stretching far and wide. 
Shall (I foresee it) soon with Gothic swarms come forth 

!FVom Ignorance's universal North, 
And with blind rage break all this peaceful government : 
Tet sliall these traces of your wit remain, 
Like a just map, to tell the vast extent 
Of conquest in your short and happy reign ; 
And to all future mankind shew 
How strange a paradox is true. 
That men who liv'd and died without a name 
Are the chief heroes in the sacred list of fame. 



TOMR.CONGREVE. 

WRITTEN IN NOVEMBER, I0d3. 

Thrick, with a prophet's voice and prophet's pow'r. 

The Muse was called in a poetic hour. 

And insolently thrice, the slighted maid 

Dared to suspend her unr^arded aid ; 

Then with that grief we form in spirits divine 

Pleads for her own neglect, and thus reproaches mine : 

Once highly honour'd ! False is the pretence 
Ton make to truth, retreat, and innocence ; 
Who, to pollute my shades, Ining'st with thee down 
The most ungen'rous vices of the town; 
Ne'er sprung a youth from out this isle before 
I once esteem'd, and lov'd, and favour'd more. 
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Nor ever maid endured such courtlifce scoro» 
So much in mode, so very city-born ; 
'Tis with a foul design the muse you send, 
Like a cast mistress to your wicked friend; 
But find some new address, some fresh deceit, 
Nor practise such an antiquated cheat ; 
These are the beaten methods of the stews, 
Stale forms of course, all mean deceivers use,. 
Who barbarously think to 'scape reproach, 
By prostituting her they first debauch. 

Thus did the Muse severe unkindly blame 
This off'ring long design'd to Congreve's fame ; 
First chid the zeal as unpoetic fire, 
Which soon his merit forced her to inspire ; 
Then call this verse, that speaks her lai^gest aid» 
The greatest compliment she ever made^ 
And wisely judge, no pow'r beneath divine 
Could leap the bounds which part your world and ro 
For, youth, believe, to you unseen, is fix'd 
A mighty gulf unpassable betwixt. 

Nor tax the goddess of a mean design 
To praise your parts by publishing of mine ; 
That he my thought when some large bulky writ 
Shows iii the front the ambition of my wit ; 
Tlicre to surmount what bears me up, and sing 
l^ikc the victorious wren perchM on the eagle's wii 
This could I do, and proudly o'er him lower. 
Were my desires but heightened to my power. 

Godlike the force of my young Congreve's bay^ 
Soft'ning the muse's thunder into praise; 
Sent to assist an old unvanquish'd pride 
That looks with scorn on half mankind beside ; 
A pride that well suspends poor mortals' fate. 
Gets between them and my resentment's weight. 
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Stands 10 the gap Hwixt me and wretched m^n, 

T'avert th' impending judgments of my pen. 
Thus I look down with mercy on the age. 

By hopes my Congreve will reform the stage ; 

For never did poetic mine before 

Produce a richer vein or cleaner ore ; 

The bullion stamp'd in your refining mind 

Serves by retail to furnish half mankind. 

With indignation I behold your wit 

Fwced on me, cracked, and clipped, and counterfeit. 

By vile pretenders, who a stock maintain 

From broken scraps and filings of jour brain. 

Through native dross your share is hardly known. 

And by short views mistook for all their own ; 
So smaH tlie gain those from your wit do reap. 
Who blend it into folly's larger heap. 
Like the sun's scattered beams which loosely pass. 
When some rough liaod breaks the assembling glass. 
• Yet want your critics no just cause to rail, 
Since knaves are ne'er obliged for what they steal. 
These pad on wit's high road, and suits maintain 
With those tliey rob, by what their trade does gain. 
Thus censure seems that fiery froth which breeds 
O'er the sun's face, and from his heat proceeds, 
Crusts o'er the day, shadowing its parent beam 
As ancient nature's modern masters dream ; 
This bids some cuiious praters here below 
Call Titan sick, because their sight is so ; 
And well, methinks, does this allusion fit 
To scribblers, and the god of light and wit ; 
Those who by wild delusions entertain 
A lust of rhyming for a poet's vein. 
Raise envy's clouds to leave themselves in night, 
But can no more obscure my Congreve's liglit 
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Thaa swarms of goats, that wanton in a ray 
Which gave them birtli, can rob the world of day. 

What northern hive pourM out these foes to wit ? 
Whence came these Goths to overrun the pit ? 
How would you blush the shameful birth to heair 
Of those you so ignobly stoop to fear ; 
For, ill to them, long have I travelled since 
Round all the circles of impertinence, 
SearchM in the nest where every worm did Hie 
Before it grew a city butterfly ; 
I'm sure I foimd them other kind of things 
Than those with backs of silk and golden wings ; 
A search, no doubt, as curious and as wise 
As virtuosoes' in dissecting flies ; 
For, could you .think; the fiercest foes you dread. 
And court in prologues, all are country bred; 
Bred in my scene, and for the poet's sins 
Adjourned from tops and grammar to the inns ; 
Those beds of dung, where schoolboys sprout up beaos 
Far sooner than the nobler mushroom grows : 
These are the Icnrds of the poetic schools. 
Who preach the saucy pedantry of rules; 
Those powers tlie critics, who may boast the odcfi 
O'er Nile, with all its wilderness of gods; 
Dfor could the nations kneel to viler shapes, 
Which worshiped cats, and sacrificed to apes ; 
And can you think the wise forbear to laugh 
At the warm zeal that breeds this golden calf? 

Haply you judge these lines severely writ 
Against the proud usurpers of the pit; 
Stay while I tell my story, short, and true ; 
To draw conclusions shall be left to you ; 
Nor need I ramble far to force a rule, 
But lay the scene just here at Farnham school 
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Last year, a lad hence by his parents sent 
With other cattle to the city went ; 
Where having cast his coat, and well pursued 
The methods most in fashion to be lewd, 
Retum'd a finished spaik this summer down, 
Stock'd with die fireshest gibberish of the town; 
A jargon formM from the lost language, wit. 
Confounded in that Babel of the pit; 
Fwm'd by diseased conceptions, weak, and wil^ 
Sick lust of souls, and an abordve child ; 
Bom between whores and fops, by lewd compacts^ 
Before the play, or else between the acts : 
Nor wonder, if from such polluted minds 
Should spring such short and transitory kinds, 
Or crazy rules to make us wits by rote 
Last just as long as ev'ry cuckooes note : 
What bupgling, rusty tools, are usM by fate I 
Twas in an evil hour to uige my hate, 
My hate, whose lash just Heaven has long decreed 
Shall on a day make sin and folly bleed ;* 
When man's ill genius to my presence sent 
This wretch, to rouse my wrath, for ruin meant ; 
Who in his idiom vile, with Gray's Inn grace, 
Sqnander'd his noisy talents to my face ; 
Named ev'ry player on his fingers' ends, 
Swore all the wits were his peculiar fnends; 
Talk'd with that saucy and familiar ease 
Of Wycherley, and you, and Mr. Bays ; 
Said, how a late report your friends had vex'd, 
Who heard you meant to write heroics next; 
For, tragedy, he knew, would lose you quite, 
And tdd you so at Will's but t'other night. 

* Thus early in life did Swift feel the eilbrts of his c^eniin ttnggUng 
fsr Urth, and pro^osticate its vigorous exertions against vice VMl 
foDy, when arrived at mutarity. S. 

c 2 
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Thus are the lives of fools a sort of dreams, 
tleDd'riDg shades, things, and substances of names; 
Such high companions may delusion keep. 
Lords are a footboy's cronies in his sleep* 
As afresh miss, by fancy, face, and gown^ 
Rendered the topping beauty of the town. 
Draws ev'ry rhyming, prating, dressing sot. 
To boast of favours that he never got ; 
Of which, whoe'er lacks confidence to prate. 
Brings his good parts and breeding in debate ; 
And not the meanest coxcomb you can find, 
But thanks his stars, that Phillis has been kind ; 
Thus prostitute my Congreve's name is grown 
To ev'ry lewd pretender of the town. 
'Troth I could pity you ; but this is it. 
You find, to be the fashionable witf 
These are the slaves whom reputation chains, 
Whose maintenance requires no help from brains. 
For, should the vilest scribbler to the pit, 
Whom sin and want e'er furnish'd out a wit; 
Whose name must not wilhin my lines be shown, 
Lest here it live, when perish'd with his own ;* 
Should such a wretch usurp my Congreve's place, 
And choose out wits who ne'er have seen his face ; 
I'll bet my life but the dull cheat would pass^ * 

Nor need the lion's skin conceal the ass; 
Yes, that beau's look, that vice, those critic earg^ 
Must needs be right, so well resembling theirs. 

Perish the Muse's hour, thus vainly spent 
In satire, to my Congreve's praises meant; 

* To this resolutien Swift ever after adhered ; for of the infii 
jDultitude of libellers who personally attacked him, there b not 
name mentioned of any one of them throughout his works; and tl 
)U)gether with their writings, iiave they been cansigoed to ein 
obUvioo. S. 



TO MR. CONGREVE. 35 

how ill season her resentments rule, 
hat's that to her if mankind be a fool ? 
ipp7 beyond a private muse's fate, 

pleasing all that's good among the great,"^ 
here though her elder sisters crowding throng, 
€ still is welcome with her inn'cent song; 
horn were my Cougreve blest to see and know, 
hat poor regards would merit all below ! 
ow proudly would he haste the joy to meet, 
id drop his laurel at Apollo's feet. 
Here by a mountain's side, a reverend cave 
ives murmuring passage to a lasting wave ; 
'u the world's wat'ry hourglass streaming fast^ 
ime is no more when th' utmost drop is past 
ere, on a better day, some druid dwelt, 
dd the young Muse's early favour felt ; 
ruid, a name she does with pride repeat, 
onfessing Albion once her darling seat ; 
IT in this primitive cell might we pursue 
ur predecessors' footsteps, still in view ; 
!ere would we sing — But, ah ! you think I dream, 
nd the bad world may well believe the same; 
es; you are all malicious standers by, 
riiile two fond lovers prate, the Muse and I. 

Since thus I wander from my first intent, 
for am that grave adviser which I meant ; 
ake this short lesson from the god of bays, 
nd let my friend apply it as he please : 
leat not the dirty paths where vulgar feet have trod, 
But give the vigorous fancy room. 

For when like stupid alchymists you try 
To fix thb nimble god, 
Tliis volatile mercury, 

* This alludes to Sir William Tempi*, to whom he gire? the name 

>^ Apollo in a few lines after. S. 

c 3 
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The subtile spirit all flies up Id fume \ 
Nor shall the bubbled virtuoso find 
More than a fade iosipid mixture left behind.''^ 

While thus I write, vast shoals of critics corner 
And OD my verse pronounce their saucy doom ; 
The Muse, like some bright country virgin, shows^ 
Fall'n by mishap among a knot of beaux ; 
They, in their lewd and fashionable prate. 
Rally her dress, her language, and her gait ; 
Spend their base coin before the bashful maid» 
Current like copper, and as often paid : 
She, who on shady banks has joy'd to sleep 
Near better animals, her father^s sheep ; 
Shamed and amazed, beholds the chatt'ring throng/ 
To think what cattle she has got among; 
But with the odious smell and sight annoy'd. 
In haste ^he does th^ offensive herd avoid.f 

'Tis time to bid my friend a long farewell, 
The Muse retreats far in yon crystal cell ; 
Faint inspiration sickens as she flics. 
Like distant echo spent, the spirit dies. 

In this descending sheet you'll haply find 
Some short refreshment for your weary mind, 
Naught it contains is common or unclean. 
And once drawn up, is ne'er let down again. 

• Out of an Ode I writ, inscribed ** The Poet" The rest of i 
tpst S. 

f Wotildnot one imagine that Swift had at thlitime already eOf' 
r^redkifl Idea of tfie Yahoos? Sx 
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OCCASIONED RY SIR WILLIAM TEMPLES 
LATE ILLNESS AND RECOTERY. 

WBITTEM IK DECSMBEB, 1603. 

STRANGE to conceive, how the same objects strike 
At distant hours the mind with forms so like ! 
Whether in time, Deduction's broken chain 
Meets, and salutes her sister link again ; 
Or hunted Fancy, by a circling flight. 
Comes back with joy to its own seat at ni^t^ 
Or whether dead Imagination's ghost 
Oft hovers where alive it haunted most; 
Or if Thought's rollii^ globe, her circle run» 
Toms op old objects to ihe soul her sun ; 
Or loves the muse to walk with conscious pride 
O'er the glad scene whence first she rose a bride: 

Be what it will ; late near yon whisp'ring streani^' 
Where her own Temple was her darling theme ; 
There first the visionary sound was heard. 
When to poetic view the Muse appeared. 
Such seem'd her eyes, as when an evening raj 
Gives glad farewell to a tempestuous day ; 
Weak b the beam to dry up nature's tears, 
Still ev'iy tree the pendent sorrow wears; 
Soch are the smiles where drops oi cr^'stal show 
Approaching joy at strife with parting wo. 

As when to scare th' ungrateful or the proud, 
Tempests long fit>wn, and thunder threatens Ioud> 
Till the blest sun to give kind dawn of grace 
Darts weeping beams across Heaven's wat'ry face ;. 
When soon the peaceful bow uostring'd is shown, 
A sign God's dart is shot, and wrath o'erfolown ^ 
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Sucli to uohallowed sight the Muse divine 

Might seem, when first she rais'd her eyes to mine. 

What moilal change does in thy face appear, 
Lost youtli, she cried, since first I met thee here ! 
With how undecent clouds are overcast 
Thy looks, when every cause of grief is past I 
Unworthy tlie glad tidings which I bring, 
Listen while the Muse thus teaches thee to sing : 

As parent earth, burst by imprison'd winds, 
Scatters strange agues o'er men's sickly minds, 
And shakes the atheist's knees ; such ghastly fear 
Late I beheld on every face appeal* ; 
Mild Dorothea,* peaceful, wise, and great. 
Trembling beheld the doubtful hand of fate ; 
Mild Dorothea, whom we both have long 
Not dared to injure with our lowly song ; 
Sprung from a better world, and chosen then 
The best companion for the best of men : 
As some fair pile, yet spared by zeal and rage. 
Lives pious witness of a better age ; 
So men m.'»y see what once was womankind, 
In the fair shrine of Dorothea's mind. 

You that would grief describe, come here and traoft 
Its wat'ry footsteps in Dorinda's face : 
Gi-ief from Dorinda's face does ne'er depart 
Farther than its own palace in her heart : 
Ah, since our fears are fled, this insolent expel, 
At least confine the tyrant to his cell. 
A.ud if so black the cloud, that Heaven's bright queen 
Shrouds her still beams; how should the stars be seen ?" 
Thus, when Dorinda wept, joy ev'ry face forsook, 
And grief flung sables on each menial look; 

"^ Sister to Sir William Temple. ». 
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Tbe humble tribe mouro'd for the quick'oing soul, 
That iumish'd spirit and motion through the irhole ; 
So would earth's face turn pale, and life decaj 
Should Heaven suspend to act but for a daj : 
So nature's craz'd convulsions make us dread 
That time is sick, or the -world's mind is dead. — 
Take, youth, these thoughts, Iai|;e matter to employ 
The (Bncy furnish'd by returning joy ; 
And Xo mistaken man these truths rehearse, 
Who dare revile the integrity of vei-se : 

Ah fav'rite youtli, how happy is tliy lot ! 

But I'm deceiv'd, or thou regard'st me not f 
Speak, for I wait thy answer, and expect 
Thy just submission for this bold neglect. 

Unknown the forms ire the high-priesthood use 
At the divine appearance of the Muse, 
Which to divulge might shake profane belief. 
And tell the irreligion of my grief; 
Grief that excused tlie tribute of my knees, 
And shaped my passion in such words as these : 

Malignant goddess ! bane to my repose, 
Thoa universal cause of all my woes ; 
Sty, whence it comes that thou art grown of late 
A poor amusement for my scorn and hate ; 
The malke thou inspir'st I never fail 
On thee to wreak the tribute when I rail; 
^Fods' commonplace thou art, their weak ensconcing fort, 
Th' appeal of dulness in the last resort : 
Heaven with a parent's eye regarding earth, 
Deals out to man the planet of his birth : 
But sees thy meteor blaz;e about me shine, 
And passing o'er, mistakes thee still for mine : 
Ah, should I tell a secret yet unknown, 
That thou ne'er hadst a being of thy owi^ 
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But a urild form dependent on the braio, 

Scatt'rin^ loose features o'er the optic vein; 

Troubling the crystal fountain of the sights 

Which darts on poets' eyes a trembling light 

Kindled while reason sleeps, but quickly flies, 

Like antic shapes in dreams, from waking eyes : 

In sum, a glitt'ring voice, a painted name, 

A walking vapour, like thy sister fame. 

But if thou be'st what thy mad vot'ries prate, 

A female pow'r, loose govemM thoughts create : 

Why near the dregs of youth perversely wilt thou sla 

So highly courted by the brisk and gay ? 

Wert thou right woman, thou shouldst scorn to look 

On an abandoned wretch by hopes forsook ; 

Forsook by hopes, ill fortune's last relief 

Assign'd for life to unremitting grief; 

For, let Heaven's wrath enlarge these weary dayiG^ 

If hope e'er dawns the smallest of its rays.* 

Time o'er the happy takes so swift a flight. 

And treads so soft, so easy, and so light, 

That we the wretched, creeping far behind. 

Can scarce th' impression of his footsteps find; 

Smooth as that airy nymph so subtly bom 

With inofiensive feet o'er standing corn; 

Which bow'd by evening breeze with bending stalki^ 

Salutes the weary trav'ller as he walks; 

But o'er th' afflicted with a heavy pace 

Sweeps tlie broad sithe, and tramples on his face* 

Down falls the summer's pride, and sadly shows 

Nature's bare visage furrowed as he mows : 

* What a miserable state of mind must Swill hare been in when 
wrote this ! which was owing to the state of dependence in which 
had always lived from his birth to that time, with but little prosp 
of his being relieved from it. How grating must this have been 
nch a proud and generous spirit ! 9. 
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ee Muse, what havoc in these looks appear, 
heae are the tjranf s trophies of a year ; 
ince hope hk last and greatest foe Is fled, 
lespair aod he lodge ever io its stead ; 
[arch o*er the ruinM plain with motion sloir, 
dn scattering desolation where they go. 
'o thee I owe that fatal bent of mind, 
tin to unhappy restless thoughts inclined ; 
'o thee, what oft I vainl j strive to hide, 
liat scorn of fools, by fools mistook for pride : 
rom thee whatever virtue takes its rise, 
rows a mkfortune, or becomes a vice ; 
idi were thy rules to be poetically great. 
Stoop not to interest, flattery, or deceit ; 
or with hired thoughts be thy devotion paid ; 
earn to disdain their mercenary sid ; 
e this thy sure defence, thy brazen wall, 
iiiow no base action, at no guilt turn pale ; 
nd rince unhappy distance thus denies 
** expose thy soul, clad in this poor disguise; 
iooe tfay fiew ill presented graces seem 
'o breed contempt where thou hast hoped esteem^** 
HadnesB Uke this no fancy ever seized, 
idD io be fheated, never to be pleased ; 
Sboe one &1se beam of joy in sickly minds 
b aD the poor content delusion finds.— 
There thy enchantment broke, and from this hour 
liiere renounce thy vbionaiy powV; 
Aod since thy essence on my breath depends^ 
with a puff the whole delusion ends. 
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WRITTEN IN A LADY'S IVORY TABLE- 

BOOK, 1698. 

PERUSE mj leaved through every part, 
And think thou seest my owner's heart, 
Scrawl'd o'er with trifles thus, and quite 
As hard, as senseless, and as light ; 
Expos'd to every coxcomb's eyes, 
But hid with caution from the wise. 
Here you may read, " Dear charming saint !" 
Beneath, " A new receipt for paint :" 
Here, in beau-spelling, "Tru tel deth;" 

There, in her own, " For an el breth :" 
Here, " Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom '.*' 

There, " A safe way to use perfume :" 

Here, a page fill'd with billet-doux; 

On t'other side, " Laid out for shoes" — 

" Madam, I die without your grace" — 

" Item, for half a yard of lace.'* 

Who that had wit would place it here, 

For every peeping fop to jeer ? 

To think that your brains' issue is 

Expos'd to th' excrement of his, 

In power of spittle and a elout. 

Whene'er he please to blot it out ; .^1 

And then, to heighten the disgrace, 

Clap his own nonsense in the place. 

Whoe'er expects to hold his part 

In such a book, and such a heart, 

If he be wealthy, and a fool. 

Is in all points the fittest tool; 

Of whom it may be justly said, f 

He's a gold" pencil tipp'd with lead. 
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MRS. HARRIS'S PETITION. 1700. 

TO their excellencies the Lords Justices of Ireland^"^ 

The humble petition of Frances Harris, 
Who must stai've and die a maid if it miscairies; 
Humblj showeth, that I went to warm myself in lady 

Betty'sf chamber, because I was cold ; 
And I had in a purse seven pounds, four shillings, and six 

pence, beside farthings, in money and gold ; 
So, because I had been buying things for my ladj last 

night, 
I was resolved to tell my money, to see if it was right. 
Now, you must know, because my ti-unk has a very bad 

lock. 
Therefore all the money I have, which, God knows, is a 

very small stock, 
I keep in my pocket, tied about my middle, next my 

smock. 
So when I went to put up my purse, as God would have 

it, my smock was unrippM, 
And, instead of putting it into my pocket, down it 

slippM ; 
Then the bell rung, and I went down to put my lady to 

bed: 
And, God knows, I thought my money was as safe as my 

maidenhead. 
So, when I came up again, I found my pocket feel very 

light; 
But when I searched, and missed my piu:se, Lord \ I 

thought I should have sunk outright. 

^' « The Earls of Berkeley and of Galway. H. 

f Jjady Betty Berkeley, afterwards Giiimain. H. 
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^Lord! madam," says Maiy, "bowd*yedo?^ — **Ii^ 

deed," says I, " never worse : 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have done iritb 

my purse ?" 
^ Lord help me !" says Mary, " I never stirrM oat of 

this place !" 
^ Nay," said I, " I had it in lady Betty's chamber, thaiV 

a plain case." ^ 

So Mary got me to bed, and covered me up warm : '^ 
However, she stole away my garters, that I might do 

myself no harm. 
So I tumbled and toss'd all night, as you may very weB 

think, 
But hardly ever set my eyes together, or slept a wioL 
So I was a dream'd, methought, that we went and 

searched the folks round. 
And in a comer of Mrs. Dukes's^ box, tied in a rag, ttl 

money was found. 
So next morning we told Whittle,f and he fell a 8Woa^ 

ing: 
Then my dame Wadgarj; came; and she, you know, ji 

thick of hearing. 
'* Dame," said I, as loud as I could bawl, ^do you know 

what a loss I have had ?" 
^ Nay," said she, "my lord Colway's§ folks are all vay 

sad: 
For my lord Dromedary || comes a Tuesday without fail?* 
^ Pugh !" said I, '' but that's not the business that I 

aa." 

* Wife to one of the footmen. H. 
f Earl of Berk«ley*i ralct. H. 

I The old deaf housekeeper. H. 
} Gal way. H. 

II The earl of Drqgheda, who with the primate irai to saccM the 
twd earl*k 
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9iyB Cuy,* says he, <* I have been a servant thn five- 

and-twenty years, come spring, 
4iid Id all the places I liv'd I never heard of nch « 

Uung." 

* Yes,'* says the steward,! *^I remember wheni was at 

my lady Shrewsbury's, 
BmJk a thing as this happened, just about the time <rf 
. goosdfcrriesJ*^ 

^ 80 1 went to the party suspected, and I found her full of 

grief: 
(Now, you must know, of all things in the world, I hate 

a thief:) 
However, I was reeolv^d to bring the discourse slily 

about: 

• Hn. Dukes,** said I, ^ here's an ugly accident hts 

happen'd out : 
'Tb not that I value the money three skipsof a louse;]: 
Bat the thing I stand upon is the credit of the house. 
Tis tnie, seven pounds, four st^lings, and dx pencf^ 

makes a great hole in my wages : 
BaadM^ as they say, service is no inheritance in these 

^«. 
Now, Mn. Dukes, you know, and every body under- 

That tboi^ 'tis hard to judge, yetmooey can*t go with- 
out hands." 

VTfae dewil take me!" said she (blessmg herself) "^ tf 
ever I saw't !" 

Spshe roar'd like a Bedlam, as thou^ I had called her 
all to naught 

• Clak ordM kltelM. H. 

i Ferris; ofwhoin,aeeJoanimlto8tdla, Dec21,ma K. 
t ^tOBil ujwg of hen. B. 
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1 

So you know, vliat could I say to her any more ? 

I e*en left her, and came away as wise as I was before. 
Well; but then they would haye had me gone to thft 

cunning man ! 
'- No," said I, " 'Tis the same thing, the Cuaplaim* 

will be here anon." 
So the Chaplain came in. Now the servants say he n 

my sweetheart, i 

Because he's always in my chamber, and I always take * 

his part. 
So, as the devil would have it, before I was aware, oat 

I blunder'd, 
" Parson^'' said I, " can you cast a nativitif^ when ft 

body's plunder'd ?" 
(Now you must know, he hates to be call'd parson Uke 

the devil!) 
" Truly," says he, " Mrs. Nab, it might become you to 

be more civil ; 
If your money be gone, as a learned Divine says^ d'ye 

see, ^ 

You are no text for my handling ; so take that from me ; 
I was never taken for a Conjurer before, I'd have you 

to know." 
" Lord I" said I, " don't be angry, I am sure I never 

tliought you so ; 
Tou know I honour the cloth ; I design to be a Panoil*! 

wife; 0' 

I never took one iu your coat for a Conjui*er in alf my 

life." 
With that he twisted his girdle at me like a rope, 9fi who 

should say, 
'* Now you may go hang yourself for me I" and so went 

away. 



^ Dr. Swift. H. 
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Well : I thought I should have swoon'd. " Lord !" said 

I, " what sliall I do ? 
t have lost my nionej, and shall lose mj true love too t^' 
Then my Lord call'd me : " Harry,"* said my Lord, 

" don't cry ; 
I'll give you something toward thy loss :'* " And," says 

my lady, " so will I." 
"Oh! but," said I, "what if, after all, the Chaplain 

won't come to? 
For that, he said, (an't please your Excellencies,) I must 

petition you. 
The ^^remises tenderly consider'd, I desire, your Ex- 
cellencies protection, 
And that I may have a share in next Sunday's collec- 
tion; 
And, over and above, that I may have your Excelleii* 

cies' letter. 
With an order for the Chaplain aforesaid, or, ins^^d of 

him, a better : 
lAnd then your poor petitioner, both night and day. 
Or the Chaplain (for 'tis his trade^) as in duty bound, 
shall ever pray. 



A BALLAD, ON THE GAME OF TRAFFICS. 

ay I ~ WRITTEN AT THE CASTLE OF DUBLIN, 1609. 

Y^ I MY Lord,! to find out who must deal, 

Delivers cards about, 
.Qt I But the first knave does seldom fail 

To find the doctor out. 

•TCwmt word of lord and lady Berkeley to Mrs. Harris. H. 
t The earl of Berkeley. H. 
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But then his honour cry'd, gadzooks! 

And seem'd to knit his brow : 
For on a knave he never looks 

But h'thinks upon Jack How.^ 

My lady, though she is no player^ 

Some buDgliog partner takes, 
And, wedg'd in corner of a chah*. 

Takes snufi^ and holds the stakes. 

Dame Floyd looks out in grave suspense 

For pair royals and sequents ; ^ 

But, wisely cautious of her pence, 
The castle seldom frequents. 

Quoth Henries, fairly putting cases^ 

I'd won it on my word, 
If I bfid but a pair of aces. 

And could pick up a thii*d. 

But Weston has a new-cast gown 

On Sundays to be fine in. 
And, if she can but win a crowns 

'Twill just new dye the lining. 

^ With these is parson Swift, 

" I7ot knowing how to spend his tim^ 

^ Does make a wretched shift, 
^ To deafen them with puns and rhymei^' 

* Pafmastertotheam^. fL 
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A BALLAD, TO THE TUS^E OF THE CUT- 
^ PURSE.* 

* ITRITTEN IN AUGUST, 1702. 

' .Dll^CE on a time, as old stories rehearse, 

V. "- A finar would need show his talent in Latin ; 

^Bat;,w«ft^«orel7 put to't in the midst of a verse, 

he could find no word to come pat in : 
Then all in the place 
He left a void space, 
! -^ And BO went to bed in a desperate case : 
,^f|^ieu behdd the next momin|; a wonderful riddle ! 
iflie fimnd it was strangely fill'd up in the middle. 
^^'CIho* Let censuring critics then think what they list 

on't ; 
Who would not write verses with such an assist* 
ant? 

^. n. 

TUi put me the friar into an amazement : 

For he wisely considerM it must be a sprite ; 
That he came through the keyhole, or in at the casement ; 
And it needs must be one that could both read and write ; 
Yet he did not know 
^ " If it were friend or foe. 

Or whether it came from above or below : 
However, Hwas civil, in angel or elf, 
For he ne^er could have filPd it so well of himself. 
Cuo. Let censuring, Sx. 

*hady Betty Berkeley, fiodiog the preceding verses in the author's 
mjiK uifinii^ed, wrote under tht'in the concluding stanza -, which gave 
ocflkon to tliis ballad, written by the '^utuor in a couBterfcit hand, 
as if a third person had done it Swirr. 
VOL. X. • D 
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III. 
Even so Master Doctor had puzzled his braius 

In making a ballad, but was at a stand : 

He had mixt little wit with a great deal of pains, 

When he found a new help from invisible hand. ^ 

Then, good doctor Swift, ^ ■.< 

Pay thanks for the gift, i 31 

For you freely must own, you were at a dead JiftS 

And, though some malicious young spirit did do%-^ 

You may know by the hand it had no c\oY€Q^$l&Ui 

Cho. Let censui'ing, &c. .''•'/M 
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THE DISCOVERY. 

:a 
When wise Lord Berkeley first came here,* "$ 

Statesmen and mob expected wonders. 
Nor thought to find so great a peer 

Ere a week past committing blunders. 
Till on a day cut out by fate. 
When folks came thick to make their court. 
Out slipt a mystery of state, 

To give the town and country sport. 
Now enters Bushf with new state airs; 

His lordship^s premier minister ; 
And who, in all profound affairs, 

Is held as needful as his clyster.j: 
With head reclining on his shoulder,* 

He deals and hears mysterious chat, 

* To Ireland, as one of the lords justices. H. 
f Bush, by some underhand in=iuualiou, obtained the post ^ 
cretary ; which had been promised to Swift. H. 
\. Always takeo before my lord went to cowncil. H. 
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1TU]e erer; ignofani beholder, 

AJu of hu nei^bour, who u that ? 
With this be put up to my lord, 
^ The courtiera kept (beir distaoce due. 
He twitcb'd hie ^ere, and stole a word ; 

Then to a coiDcr both wltbdreir. 
" ' my lord and Biufa 

'baperiag in {unto most pn^nuul, 
KgM)d Ebg Phj-z and good King U«li,* 
Ibilc all the rest Blood gaping round. 

[>a!k nol too well tved, 
■ forward Iticc' and ear acute, 
II tiploc, leao'd bis bead, 
ffo orerhcni Uie ^nd dhputei 

u ivhat Xoiibem kings design, 
^ (ram Whitehall some new express, 
fi dbarm'd, or fall of coin; 

e (iho««:ht be) it can't be less. 
Mj lord, ^ni<I Bu-h, a friend and I, 
;' JXsguis'A in two old threadbare coats, 
tan moToiiig's dawn, stole out to sp7 
^^How markets went for baj and oats. 
Vtffa that he draws two handfuls out, 
Tbeooe was oats, tbe other hay; 
Pots this to's excellency's snout. 

And be^ he would tlie other weigh. 
Hy lord ficems pleas'd, but still directs 

By all means to bring down the rates; 
Then, with a conjee circumflex, 

Bush, smiling round on all, relreals. 
Onr lifit'ner stood a while cooAis'd, 

But gathering spirits, wisely ran for't, 
ibrag'd to see the world abus'd, 
*By two such whispering kings of Brentford. 

• See"TheEehMrisL" H. 
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THE PROBLEM. 

1 

THAT NY LORD BERKELEY STINKS, WHEN HE IS I 

LOVE." A 

Did ever problem thus perplex. 

Or more employ the female sex ? 

So sweet a passion, who would think, 

Jove ever form'd to make a stink ? .^, i 

The ladies vow and swear, they'll try, :,** 

Whether it be a truth or lie. 

Love's file, it seems, like inward heat. 

Works in my lord by stool and sweat, 

Which brings a stink from every pore. 

And firom behind and from before ; 

Yet what is wonderful to tell it, 

None but the favourite nymph can smell it. 

But now, to solve the natural cause 

By sober philosophic laws : 

Whether all passions, when in ferment. 

Work out as anger does in vermin ; 

So, when a weasel you torment. 

You find his passion by his scent 

We read of kings, who, in a fright. 

Though on a throne, would fall to sh — . 

Beside all this, deep scholars know. 

That the main string of Cupid's bow. 

Once on a time was an a — gut ; 

Now to a nobler office put, 

B} favour or desert prrferr'd 

From giving passage to a t — ; 

But still, though fix'd among the stars 

Does sympathize with human a — . 
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Thus, vhen you feel a hardbound breech, 

Conclude love's bowstring at full stretch, 

Till the kind looseness comes, and then 

Conclude the bow relaxM a^in. 
9^ And now, the ladies all are bent 
'^* To try the great experiment, 

Ambitious of a regent's heart, 
g' Spread all their charms to catch a f — ; 

Watching the first unsavoury wind. 

Some ply before, and some behind. 

^y lord, on fire amid the dames, 

^-"-ts like a laurel in the flames. 

The fair approach the speaking part, 

To tiy the back-way to his heart. 

For, as when we a gun discharge. 

Although the bore be ne'er so lai-ge. 

Before the flame from muzzle burst. 

Just at the breech it flashes first ; 

So from my lord his passion broke, 

He f — d first, and then he spoke. 
• The ladies vanish in the smother. 

To confer notes with one another ; 

And now they all agree to name 

Whom each one thought the happy dame. 

Quoth Weal, whatever the rest may think, 

I'm sure 'twas I, that smelt the stink. 

You smell the stink ! by G— d, you lie, 

Quoth Ross, for I'll be sworn 'twas I. 

Ladies, quoth Levens, pray forbear ; 

Let's not fall out; we all had share, 

And, by the most I can discover, 

My lord's a universal lover. 
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THE DESCRIPTION OF A SALAMAKDEI 

1705. 

AS mastiir dogs iq modern pbrase are 

Call'd Pompey^ Sdpioy and Ceesar ; ^ 

As pies and daws are often styFd 

With Christian nicknames, like a child ; 

As we say Monsieur to an ape. 

Without offence to human shape ; 

So men have got, from bird and brute, 

!?9'aroe8 that would best their nature suit 

The lion, Eagle^ Fojr, and Boar^ 

Were heroes* titles heretofore, 

Bestow'd as hieroglyphics fit 

To show their valour, strength, or wit : 

For what b understood by fame^ 

Befeide the getting of a name ? 

But, e'er since men invented >guns, 

A different way their fancy runs : 

To paint a Hero, we inquire 

For something that will conquer ^r^. 

Would you describe Turenne or Trump? 

Think of a bneket or a fnimp. 

Are these too low ? — then find out grander. 

Call my lord Cutts a Sfdamander. 

^Tis well ; — but, since we live among 

Detractors with an evil tongue, 

Wlio may object against the term, 

Pliny shall prove, what we affirm : 

Pliny shall prove, and we'll apply, 

And I'll be judg'd by slanders by. 

• From Pliny, Nat Hist. lib. x. c. 67. Uh. ixii. c. 4. 
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Pint, then, our author has defio'd ; 
This reptik of the serpeut kind. 
With gmudj coat and shining train ; 
But loathsome spots his body stain : 
"^Out from some hole obscure he flies, 
When rains descend, and temped rise, 
Til the sun dean the air; and then 
Crawls back neglected to his den. 

Sot, when the war has nus'd a storm, 
* I've seen a snake in luniaa form. 
All stainM with infamj and vice, 
Lei^ firom the dunghill in a trice, 
Bunush, and make a gaudy show. 
Become a general, peer, and beau. 
Till peace has made the skj serene; 
Then shrink into its hole agun. 
" All this we gnmt — why then look yonder. 
Sore that must be a Salamander !** 

Farther, we are by Pliny told. 
This serpent is extremely cold ; 
^ cold, that put it in the fire, 
'TwiU make the very flames expire : 
Bendes, it spews a filthy froth 
(Whether through rag^ or love, or both) 
Of matter purulent and white. 
Which, happening on the skin to light. 
And there <:orruptifig to a wound. 
Spreads leprosy and baldness round. 

So have I seen a batter'd beau. 
By age and claps grown cold as snow. 
Whose breath or touch, where'er he came. 
Blew out love*8 torch, or chill'd the flame : 
And should some nymph, who ne'er was cruel, 
like Carietoo cheap, or fam'd Du-Ruel, 
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Receive the filth which he ejects, 
She soon would find the same effects, 
Her tainted carcass to pursue, 
As firoro the salamander's spew; 
A dismal shedding of her locks, 
And, if no leprosy, a pox. 
" Then I'll appeal to each by*8tander, 
If this be not a Salamander?" 



TO THE EARL OF PETERBOROUGH. 

WHO COMMANDED THE BRITISH FORCES IN SPAlK. 

MORDANTO fills the trump of fame. 
The Christian worlds his deeds proclaim. 
And prints are crowded with his name. 

In journies he outrides the post, 
Sits up till midnight with his host, , 

Talks politics, and gives the toast* 

Knows every prince in Europe's face, 
Flies like a squib from place to [^ace. 
And travels not, but runs a race. 

From Paris gazette a-la-maio, 
This day arriv'd, witliout hb train, 
Mordauto in a week from Spain. 

A messenger comes all a-reek 
Mordanto at Madrid to seek ; 
He left the town above a week. 
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Next daj the postboy winds his horn, 
And rides through Dover in the mom : 
Mordanto's landed from Leghorn. 

McHrdanto gallops on alone. 
The roads are with his followers strowi^ 
Tins breaks a girth, and that a bone; 

His body active as his mind. 
Returning sound in limb and wind, 
Except some leather lost behind. 

A skeleton in outward figure^ 
His meagre corpse, though full of vigour 
Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 

So wonderful his expedition. 
When jou have not the least suspidon, 
He's with you like an apparition. 

. Shines in all climates like a star; 
In senates bold, and fierce in war; 
A land commander, and a tar : 

Heroic actions early bred in, 
Ne'er to be matched in modem reading, 
But by his namesake Charles of Sweden. 
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ON THE UNION. 

THE queen has lately lost a part 

Of her ENTIRELY-ENGLISH* heart, 

For want of which, by way of botch. 

She piec'd it up again with scotch. 

Blest revolution ! which creates 

Divided hearts, united states ! 

See how the double nation lies, 

Like a lich coat, with skirts of frize: 

As if a man, in making posies, 

Should bundle thistles up with roses. 

Who ever yet a union saw 

Of kingdoms without faith or law ? 

Henceforward let no statesman dare 

A kingdom to a ship compare ; 

Lest he should call our commonweal, 

A vessel with a double-keel : 

Which, just like ours, new riggM and maon'd. 

And got al^out a league from land. 

By change of wind to leeward side. 

The pilot knew not how to guide. 

So tossing faction will overwhelm 

Our crazy double-bottom'd realm. 

^- The motto on dueen Ann's coroft^tion medaL iSl 
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TO MBS. BIDDY FLOYD; 

OK, THE RECEIPT TO FORM A BEAUTY,^ 1708. 

WHEN Cupid did his grand^re Jove entreat 
To form some Beauty by a new receipt, 
Jove seot, aod found, far in a country scene. 
Truth, innocence, good nature, look serene : 
From which ingredients first the dexterous boy 
Tick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy. 
The Graces, from the court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride : 

• The ibilowlag elegant Latin version of this ** Receipt" was first 
jointed in the sixth yolome of Dryden^s Miscellanies : 

IN LTfiUM. 

Orahat precibosCopido blandis, 
Vi tandem mnnipotens pater deorum 
Formosam I^e ccMideret receotii 
Arridms dtd, runs ad recessum 
Almus misit avns, Fidemque nudam 
Illic repperit, Innocentiamque, 
£t yaltom placidum, Indol&nque suavem > 
Dextiil, qae, lacili Puer peritus 
Oris i, nimis pudore puigat, 
£t morum mditate ioeleganti, 
Ac nlmis timida fugacitate. 
Sacrs Pieridesparant deiode 
Ex aula ingenuam Institutionem, 
Acumenque acre, Gratiamque fornix, 
Cum ae non nimis eflferente Fastu. 
Ab his flava Venus removit omnem 
Procnl moliliem, et malas dolosae 
Mentis Illecebras, Ineptiaiiqne 
Bon«nn prav^ imitantinm, levesque 
Motus, Gloriolaeque Inauititem. 
Miscf t omnia Jupiter, lutoque 
Temperat meliore, Ljdiamqiie 
Inde appellat opuu, stupens, superbam- 

D 3 
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These Venus cleans from every spurious grafn 
Of nice, coquet, affected, pert, and raia. 
Jove mix'd up all, and the best clay employ'd ; 
Tbea call'd the happy composition Floyd. 



APOLLO OUTWITTED. 

TO THE HONOURABLE HR8. FINCH^^ 

mtDlR HKB HAMK OV ARBEUA. 

PHCEBUS, now shortening every shade, 

Up to the northern tropic came, 
And thence beheld a lovely maid^ 

Attending on si royal dame. 

The god laid down his feeble rays, 

Then lighted from his glittering coach ; 

But fenc'd his head with his own bays, 
Before he durst the nymph approach. 

Under those sacred leaves, secure 
From common lightning of the skictf. 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The flashes of Ardelia's eyek 

The n3rmpl], who oft had read in books 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke^ 

Soon knew Apollo by hi» looks, 

And guess'd his business ere be qpoke. 

^ Afterward Coimten of Wlnchelsea. If, 
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[e, in the old celestial cant, 

Confess'd his flame, and swore by Styx, 
Hiate'er she would desire, to grant — 

Bat wise Ardelia knew 



>vid bad wamM her, to beware 
Of strolling gods, whose usual trade is^ 

Jndar pretence of taking air. 
To pick up sublunaiy ladies^ 

iowe'er she gave no flat denial, 
As kaving malice in her heart ; 

ind was resolv'd upon a trial. 
To cheat the god in his own art* 

''Hear my request,'' the vir^nsaid; 

*^ Let which I please of aH the Nine 
Attend, whene'er I want their aid, 

Ob^ my can, and only.mine*" 

By Yow oblig'd, by pasokm led. 
The god could not refine her prayer : 

Be wsF'd his wreath thrice o'er her head^ 
Thrice mutter'd flumetldog to the air* 

^nd now he thought to seiKe-his due; 

But she the charm already tried : 
Halia heard thecal], and flew . 

To wait at bright Ardelia's side. 

Od o^t of this celestial prude^ 
ApoUo thought it vain to stay; 

I^or in her presence durst be rude. 
But made his Iqg, and went away. 
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He hop'd to find some lucky hour, 
Wheo on their queen the Muses wait ; 

But Pallas owns Ardelia's power ; 
For vows divine are kept by Fate. 

Then, full of rage, Apollo spoke : 
*' Deceitful nymph! I see thy art; 

And, though I can't my gift revoke, 
HI -disappoint its nobler part. 

Let stubborn pride possess thee long, 
And be thou negligent of fame; 

With every Muse to grace thy song, 
May'st thou despise a poet's name ! 

Of modest poets thou be first; 

To silent shades repeat thy verse^ 
Till Fame and Echo almost burst. 

Yet hardly dare one line rehearse. 

And last, my vengeance to complete, 
May'st thou descend to take renown, 

Prevail'd on by the thing you hate^ 
A whig ! and one that wears a gown !" 



VANBRUGH'S HOUSE, 

BUILT FBOM THE BUIN8 OF WHITEHALL THAT 

BUBMT, 1703. 

IN times of old, when Time was young. 
And Poets their own verses sung. 
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A Terse would draw a stone or beam, 
That DOW would overload a team ; 
Ijead them a dance of many a mile, 
Tbea rear them to a goodly pile. 
£ach number had its diflferent power : 
Heroic strains could build a tower; 
Sonnets, or el^es to Chlories, 
Slight raise a house about two stories ; 
A lyric ode would slate ; a catch 
Would tile; an epigram would thatch. 
But, to their own or landlord's cost. 
Now Poets feel this art is lost 
Not one of all our tuneful throng 
Can raise alodging for a song. 
For Jove consider'd well the case, 
Observ'd thej grew a numerous race : 
And should thej build as fast as write, 
Twould ruin undertakers quite. 
This evil therefore to prevent. 
He wisely changed their element : 
On earth the God of Wealth was made 
Sole patron of die building trade; 
Leaving the Wits the spacious air. 
With licence to build castles there : 
And 'tis conceived, their old pretence 
To lodge in garrets comes from thence. 

Premising thus, in modero way. 
The better half we have to say; 
Sing, Muse, the house of Poet Van, 
In higher strains than we began. 

Van (for 'tis fit the reader know it) 
Is both a Herald* and a Poet ; 

* Sir JolmVanlwii^ held tbeoffiee#rClareaceia1dog of arms. ^ 
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No wonder then if nicely skill'd 

In both capacities to build* 

As Herald, he can in a day 

Repair a house gone to decay ; 

Or, by achieyements, arms, device^ 

Erect a new one in a trice ; 

And as a Poet, he has skill 

To build in speculation still. 

" Great Jove !" he cry'd, " the art restore 

To build by verse as heretofore, 

And make my Muse the architect ; 
What palaces shall we erect ! 
No longer shall forsaken Thames 

Lament his old Whitehall in flames ; 

A pile shall from its ashes rise, 

Fit to invade or prop the skies." 

Jove sroil'd, and like a gentle god. 
Consenting with the usual nod. 
Told Van, he knew his talent best. 
And left the choice to his own breast. 
So Van resolvM to write a farce ; 
But, well perceiving wit wa& scarce, 
With cunning that defect supplies: 
Takes a French play as lawful prize ; 
Steals thence his plot and every joke, 
Not once suspecting Jove would smoke ; 
And (like a wag act down to write) 
Would whisper to himself, "aWte.** 
Then, from this motley mingled stylet, 
Proceeded to erect his pile. 
So men of old, to gain renowD, did 
Build Babel with their tongues confounded* 
Jove saw the cheat, but thought it best 
To turn the matter to a jest : 
Down from Olympus' top be slides, 
Laughing as if he'd burst bis sides: 
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A7, thought the god are these your tricks ? 
Why then old plays deserve old bricks; 
Aod sioce you're sparing of your stufl^ 
Yoor building shall be small enough. 
He spake, and grudging, lent his aid; 
Th* experienc'd bricks, that knew their trade, 
e (As being bricks at second-hand) 
Now move, and now in ordet stand. 

The building, as the Poet writ. 
Rose in proportion to his wit .- 
And first the prologue built a waU ; 
So wide as to encompass aJl. 
The scene, a wood, produced no more 
Than a few scrubby trees before. 
The plot as yet lay deep ; and so 
A cellar next was dug below : 
But this a work so hard was found, 
Two acts it cost him under ground. 
Two other acts we may presume, 
Were spent in building each a room : 
Thus far advanced, he made a shift 
To raise a roof with act the fifth. 
The epilogue behind did frame 
A place not decent here to name. 

JN'ow Poets from all quarters ran, 
To see the house of brother Van : 
LookM high and low, walk'd often round ; 
But no such house was to be found. 
One asks the watermen hard by, 
" "Where may the Poet's palace lie ?" 
Another of the Thames inquires, 
If he has seen its gilded spires ? 
At length they in the rubbish spy 
A thing resembling a goose-pye. 
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Thither in haste the Poets throng, 
And gfize in silent wonder long, 
Till one in raptures thus began 
To praise the pile and builder Van : 

'' Thrice happy Poet! who mayst trail 
Thy house about thee like a snail ; 
Or, harness'd to a nag, at ease 
Take journeys in it like a chaise ; 
Or in a boat, whene'er thou, wilt. 
Canst make it serve thee for a tilt ! 
Capacious house ! 'tis own'd by all 
ThouVt well contrived, though thou art small : 
For every Wit in Britain's isle 
May lodge within thy spacious pile. 
Like Bacchus thou, as Poets feign. 
Thy mother burnt, art bom again> 
Bom like a phoenix from the flame; 
But neither bulk nor shape the same ; 
As animals of largest size 
Corrupt to maggots, worms, and flies; 
A type of modern wit and style. 
The mbbish of an ancient pile : 
So chemists boast they have a power, 
From the dead ashes of a flower 
Some faint resemblance to produce, 
But not the virtue, taste, or juice. 
So modem rhymers wisely blast 
The poetry of ages past; 
Which, after they have overthrown, 
Tliey from its mins build their own.^' 
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[E raSTORY OF VANBRUGH^ HOUSE. 

1708. 

Wmen mother Clud had rose from play, 
And call'd to take the cards awa/, 
Vau saw, but seemM oot to regard. 
How Miss pkk'd every painted card» 
Aod busy both with hand and eye. 
Soon rear'd a house two stories high. 
Tan's genius^, without thought or lecture, 
Is hugely tum'd to architecture : 
He viewed the edifice, and smiFd, 
Yow'd it was pretty for a child : 
It was so perfect in its kind, 
He kept the model in his mind. 

But, when he found the boys at play. 
And saw them dabbling in their clay. 
He stood behind a stall to lurk. 
And mark the progress of their work; 
With true delight observM them' all 
Raking up mud to build a wall. 
The plan he much admired, and took 
The model in his tablebook : 
Thought himself now exactly skill'd. 
And so resolv'd a house to build ; 
A real house, with rooms, and stairs, 
Five times at least as big as theirs ; 
Taller than Miss's by two yards ; 
Not a sham thing of clay or cards : 
And so he did ; for, in a while. 
He built up such a monstrous pile. 
That no two chairmen could be found 
Able to lift it from the ground. 
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Still at Whitehall it stands ia view, 
Just in the place where first it grew : 
There all the little schoolboys run, 
EDvying to see themselves outdone. 

From such deep rudiments as these, 
Van is become, by due degrees, 
For building fam'd, and justly reckoned. 
At court, Vitruvius the second : 
No wonder, since wise authors show. 
That best foundations must be low : 
And now the duke has wisely ta'ea him 
To be his architect at Blenheim. 

But, raillery at once apart. 
If this rule holds in every art ; 
Or if his ^race were no more skilPd ia 
The art of battering walb than building, 
We might expect to see next year, 
A mouse-trap-man chief engineer.* 

• 

* " However partial the Court was to Vanbrngh, every body ' 
blind to his defects. Swift ridiculed both his own diminutive I 
Whitehall, and the stupendous pile at Blenheim. Thus far t 
rist was well founded. ** Party rage warped his.understandini 
he censured Vanbrugh^s Plays, and left him no more judgmen 
their beauties than Sir John had when he perceived not th 
were the only beauties that he was formed to tompose." Li 
ford's Anecdotes of Painting, vol. iii. p. 152.— This noble writ 
haps, was not aware of the handsome apology Dr. Swift a 
Pope have made, in the joint preface to their Miscellanies : * 
gard to two persons only we wish our raillery, tliough ever so 
or resentment, though ever so just, had not been indulged. W 
of Sir John Vanbrngh, who was a man of wit, and of honom 
of Mr. Addisoni whose name deflervei all the respect from ever 
of learning." N. 
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BAUCIS AND PHILEMON.* 

9 THE ETERLAMENTED LOSS OF THE TWO YEW-TREE^ 
IN THE PARISH OF CHILTHORNE, SOMERSET. 1 706. 

IJIITATXD FBOM THE IIGUTH BOOK OF OVID. 

IN andeDt times, as stoiy tells, 
The saiDts would ofleo leave their cells, 
And stroll about, but hide their quality^, 
To tiy good people's hospitality. 

It happened on a winter night, 
As authors of the legend write, 
% Two brother hermits, saints by trade, 
Taking their tour in masquerade, 
DiaguisM in tatter'd habits, went 
To a small village down in Kent ; 
Where, in the strollers' canting strain. 
They begg'd from door to door in vain, 
Tried every tone might pity win ; 
But not a soul would let them in. 

Our wandering saints, in woeful state, 
Treated at this ungodly rate, 
Having through all the village past. 
To a small cottage came at last ! 
Where dwelt a good old honest ye'man, 
Caird in the neighbourhood Philemon ; 
Who kindly did these saints luviic 
In his poor hut to pass the night ; 
And then the hospitable sire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the fire; 

* This poem is very fine, and though in the same strain with Pi i- 
iif's Ladle, is yet superior. Goldsmith. 
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While he from out the chimney took 
A flitch of bacoD off the hook, 
And freely from the fattest side 
Cut out large slices to be fri'd ; 
Then step'd aside to fetch them driok, 
Fiird a large jug up to the brink, 
And saw it fairly twice go round ; 
Yet (what is wonderful 1) they found, 
'Twas still replenish'd to the top, 
As if they ne'er had touch'd a drop. 
The good old couple were amazed, 
And often on each other gaz'd ; 
For both were frighten'd to the heart, 
And just began to cry, " What ar't !'* 
Then softly turn'd aside, to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims, soon aware on't, 
To'd them their calling, and their errand: 
'^ Good folks, you need not be afraid. 
We are but saints," the heimits said ; 
" No hurt shall come to you or yours : 
But for that pack of churlish boors. 
Not fit to live on Christian ground, 
They and their lioufses shall be drown'd; 
While you shall see your cottage rise, 
And grow a chiuxh before your eyes." 

They scarce had spoke, wh^-n fair and soft. 
The roof began to mount fiklt; 
Aloft rose every beam and vafter ; 
The heavy wall climb'd siowly after. 

The chimney wi<leTrd. and grew higher, . 
Became a steeple with a S|jirf:. 

The kettle (o .he ton wa? hoist, 
And there stood fastened to a joist, 
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Bat with the upfiide dovn, to show 
Its iocIioatioD for below : 
In Tain ; for a superior force 
Applv^d at bottom stops its course : 
Doom'd erer in suspeojie to dwell, 
'Tii DOW DO keule, but a bell. 
A woodeo jack, which bad almost 
- 'Loat by disuse the art to roast, 
« A sudden alteration f<:eis. 

locreas^d bj new inifstinf^ wheels; 
AoJ, what exal^ the itouder more, 
\ Tlie number made the motioi t lover. 
/The flier, though it haa Ic^Jen feet, 
f Tom^d ruuid so quick jou scare c«*u]d see't, 
^ But, slackecM bj some cvrr^i pov^f^r, 
Kov bardlr moves an -iich an huur. 
The jsck and chimuej. iiear allied, 
■ Had never left each other's side : 
Tbe chininej to a steeple grown, 
1 he jack would :iot be lef' al-ne ; 
But, up a^ai^j-r iLe steeple reard, 
Becajre a clock, and still adher'd ; 
And still its love to household care^ 
Bt a shrill \oice at noon, declaies, 
Wbruin^: tlie cookmald not to bum 
Thii ro&st meat, which it caniiot turn. 
The groaciug-chair began to crawl. 
Lake a huge snaiL aloog ihe wall ; 
There siuct liof: :u public view, 
Acd Willi small change, a pulpit grew. 

The iicrringfjrs, that in a row 
Hun<^ high, and made a glittcriiig show. 
To a kss ncble s^ibslaace chang'd. 
Were now but leathern buckets raLgM 
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The ballads, pasted on the wall, 
Of Joan of France, and English Mall," 
Fair Rosamond, and Robuhood, 
The Little Children in the Wood, 
Now seemM to look abundance better, 
Improv'd in pictuie, size, and letter ; 
And, lii;3;h in order plac'd, deficribe 
The heraldry of every tribe.t 

A bedstead of the antique mode. 
Compact of timber many a load, 
Such as our ancestors did use. 
Was metamorphosed into pews ; 
Which still their ancient nature keep, 
By loilging folks disposed to sleep. 

The cottage, by such feats as these, 
Grown to a church by just degrees, 
The hermits then desir'd their host 
To ask for what he fancy'd most. 
Philemon, having pausM a while, 
Rcturn'd them tlianks in homely style ; 
Then said, " My house is grown so fine, 
Methinks, I still would call it mine. 
I'm old, and fain would live at ease; 
Make me the parson if you please." 

He spoke, and presently he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels : 
He sees, yet hardly can believe, 
About each arm a pudding-sleeve ; 
His waistcoat to a cassock grew 
And both assuni'd a sable hue ; 

^ Mall Frith, the Roaring Girl. SeeGransjer. iV. 
f The tribi's of Israel art- soiiietinips distinguished iu coi 
cliurches by the eusigns given to them by Jacob. H. 
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But, being old, continued just 
As threadbare, and as full of dust 
His talk was now of tithes and dues : 
He smok'd his pipe, and read the news ; 
Knew how to preach old sermons next, 
VampM in the preface and the text ; 
At christening^ well could act his part, 
,And had the service all by heart ; 
Wi^'d women might have children fast. 
And thought whose sow had farrowM last ; 
Against dissenters would repine, 
Ao*i stood up firm for ^ right dirine ;** 
Found his head filPd with manj a system : 
But classic authors, — ^he ne'er miss'd 'enu 

Thus having furfoishM up a parson. 
Dame Baucb next they plajM their farce on. 
Instead of homespun coifs, were seen 
Good pinners edgM with colberteen ; 
Her petticoat, transform'-d apace, 
Became black saltin flouncM with lace. 
" P'.im Goodj^ would no longer down, 
'Twas ^ Madam," in her pogram gown. 
PbilemoD was in great ur;>rfte. 
And hardly could believe bis eyes, 
Amaz'd *o see her look so prim ; 
Aod sbc admired as much ac him. 

Thus ^appy in their change of life, 
W«Te s**«'er?l years this man and wife: 
When on a day which prov'd their last, 
Dicconniiiii oVr o!4 stories prist, 
T);»') vent by chance, amid their talk, 
To t!ie cirarchvard to take a walk ; 
Wic n B jurig h3stiiy cry'd out, 
« My dear, 1 see your forehead sprout !*' — 

^OL. X. f 
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*^ Sprout !'' quoth the man ; ^' what's this jou tel 
I hope 70U don't believe me jealous I 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true; 
And really yours is budding too— 
Nay, — ^now I cannot stir my foot; 
It feels as if 'twere taking root" 

Description would but tire my muse. 
In short, they both were turn'd to yews. 
Old goodman Dobson of the green 
Remembers he the trees has seen ; 
He'll talk of them from noon till nighty 
And goes with folks to show the sight; 
On Sundays, after evening prayer. 
He gathers all the parish there; 
Points out the place of either yew ; 
Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew : 
Till once a parson of our town. 
To mend his barn, cut Baucis down ; 
At which, 'tis hard to be believ'd 
How much the other tree was griev'd, 
Grew scrubbed, died atop, was stunted; 
So the next parson stubb'd and burnt it. 



A GRUB STREET ELEGY. 

ON THE SVPPOSKB DEATH OF PARTBUIOBi TUS 

MANAC MAKER. 1708. 

Well; 'tis as Bickerstaff has guess'd, 
Though we all took it for a jest : 
Partridge is dead ; nay more he died 
Ere he could prove the good 'squire lied. 
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StnnfCC) ao astrologer should die 
THthout one wonder io the skj : 
Not oae of all hk crony stars 
To pay their duty at his hearse f 
"No meteor, no eclipse appeared ! 
No comet with a flaming beard ! 
The sao has rae, and gone to bed. 
Just as if Partridge were not dead ; 
Nor hid himself behind the moon 
To make a dreadful night at nooo* 
He at fit periods walks through Aries^ 
Howe'er our earthly moticm varies ; 
And twice a year he'll cut th' equator. 
As if there had been no such matter. 

Some wils have wonder'd what analogy 
There is 'twixt cobUing* and astrdogy ^ 
How Partridge made his optics rise 
From a shoe-sole to reach the skies. 

A list the cobbler's temples ties» 
To keep the hair out of his eyes ; 
From whence 'tis plain, the diadem 
That princes wear derives from them : 
And therefore crowns are now-a-days 
AdomM with golden stars and rays ; 
Which plainly shows the near alliance 
'Twixt cobbling and the planets' science. 

Beades, that slow pac'd sign Bootes, 
As 'tis miscalTd, we know not who 'tis : 
But Partridge ended all disputes; 
He knew his trade, and call'd it hoots.i 

The homed moon, which heretofore 
Upon their shoes the Romans wor^ 

^ Partridge was a cobbler. Swiff. 
T See his Almanac. Swift. 
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Whose wideness kept their toes from corns. 

And whence we claim our shoeing-horns, 

Shows how the art of cobbling bears 

A near resemblance to the spheres. 

A scrap of parchment hung by geometry, 

(A great refiner in barometry) 

Can, like the stars, foretell the weather ; 

And what is parchment else but leather ? 

Which an astrologer might use 

Either for almanacs or shoes. 

Thus Partridge, by his wit and parts, 
At once did practise both these aits : 
And as the boding owl (or rather 
The bat, because her wings are leather) 
Steals from her private cell by night, 
And flies about the candle-light ; 
So learned Partridge could as well 
Creep in the dark from leathern cell, 
And in his fancy fly as far. 
To peep upon a twinkling star. 

Besides, he could confound the spheres. 
And set the planets by the ears ; 
To show his skill, he Mars could join 
To Venus in aspect malign ; 
Then call in Mercuiy for aid. 
And cure the wounds that Venus made. 

Great scholars have in liucian read, 
When Philip king of Greece was dead, 
His soul and spirit did divide, 
And each part took a diflfercnt side : 
One rose a e-tar; the other fell 
Beneath, and mended sh-cs in Hell. 

Thus Partri ^i(C si'dl sIi'mcj* in each ai-t, 
The cobblifi*, and star-gazing part, 
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And b iDstall'd as good a star 
As anj of the Caesars are. 

Triiimphaut star ! some pity show 
' On cobblers militant below, 
Whom roguish boys, in stormj nights, 
Torment by pissing out their lights, 
Or through a chink convey their smoke, 
InclosM artificers to choke. 

Thou, high exalted in thy sphere, 
Mayst follow still thy calling there. 
To thee the Bull will lend his hide, 
By Phoebus newly tann'd and dry'd : 
For thee they Argo's hulk ^ill tax. 
And scrape her pitchy sides for wax; 
Then Ariadne kindly lends 
Her braided hair to make thee ends ; 
The points of Sagittarius' dart 
Turns to an awl by heavenly art ; 
And Vulcan, wheedled by his wife. 
Will forge for thee a paring knife. 
For want of room by Virgo's side, ' 

She'll strain a point, and sit^ astride. 
To take thee kindly in between ; 
And then the Signs will be Thirteen. 

THE EPITAPH. 

Here, five feet deep, lies on his back 7*" 

A cobbler, starmonger, and quack ; 
Who, to the stars in pure good will, 
Does to his best look upward still. 
Weep, all you customers that use 
His pills, his almanacs, or shoes : 

* Tibi bracbia contrabitiogens Scorpkis," &c. 



78 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

And you that did your fortune seek. 
Step to his grave but ouce a week ; 
This earth, which bears his body's print, 
You'll find has so much virtue iu*t. 
That I durst pawn my ears, 'twill tell, 
Whate'er concerns you full as weD, 
In physic, stolen goods, or love, 
As he himself could, when above. 



MERLIJ^'S PROPHECY. 1700. 

SEVEN and ten, addyd to nine, 
Of Fraunce her woe this is the i^gne, 
Tamys rivere twys y-frozen, 
Walke sans wetyng shoes ne hozen. 
Then comyth foorthe, ich understonde, 
From towne of stoffe to fattyn londe, 
An bardie chyftan,"*^ woe the roome. 
To Fraunce that evere he was born. 
Then shall the fyshef beweyle his bosse: 
Nor shall grin berrygf make up the losse. 
Yonge Symnelejl shall again roiscarrye : 
And Norway's pry'd§ again shall marrye. 
And from the tree where blosums feele, 
Ripe fruit shall come, and all is wele. 
Reaums shall daunce honde in honde,*^ 
And it shall be merrye in olde Inglonde, 
Then old Inglonde shall be no more, 
And no man shall be sorie therefore. 



« Duke of Marlborough. H. f The Daupfaia. H. 

) Duke of Berry. H. 1| The young Pretender. 

\ Queen Anne. H. ** By the Union. H. 
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Geiyoii'^ shall have three hedes agayne, 
Till Hapsboiiget maky th them but twayne. 



A DESCRIPTION OF THE MORNING. 

WITTEN IN APRIL, 1709; 
AND FIRST PRINTED IN THB TATTLER. 

NOW hardly here and there a hackney coach 

Appearing, show'd the ruddy mom's approadi. 

Now Betty from her master's bed had flown. 

And softly stole to discompose her own ; 

The slipshod 'prentice from his master's door 

Had par'd the dirt, and sprinkled round the floor. 

Now Moll had whirl'd her mop with dext'rous airs, 

Prepar'd to scrub the entry and the stairs. 

The youth with broomy stumps began to trace 

The kennel's edge, where wheels had worn the place. 

The smallcoal man was heard with cadence deep. 

Till drown'd in shriller notes of chimneysweep : 

,JXuis at his lordship's gate began to meet ; 

And brickdust Moil had scream'd through half the street 

The turnkey now his flock returning sees, 

Duly let out anights to steal for fees: 

The watchful baiiiflsj take their sUent stands, 

And schoolboys lag with satchels in their hands. 

* A king of Spain slain by Hercules. H. 

t The Archduke Chirleswas of the Hapsburg family. H. 

\ Walter WagsU'ff, Esq. (as he styles himself) translator of the 
^ Annotations of the Tattler/* has an annotation on this passage, 
vhich ascertains a stoiy related of Steele, by Dr. Johnson, on the au- 
'fliQrity of Savage. 
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A DESCRIPTION OF A CITY SHOWER. 

IN IMITATION OF VIBGIL^S GXORGICfl. 

IVritlcn in Octoher^ 1710; and Jirst printed in (he 

Tauter. 

CAREFUL obficrvers may foretell the hour. 
(By sure prognostics) when to dread a shower. 
While rain depends, the pensive cat gives o'er 
Her frolics, and pursues her tail no more. 
Returning home at night, you'll find the sink 
Strike your offended sense with double stink. 
If you be wise, then go not far to dine ; 
You'll spend in coach-hire more than save iu wine. 
A coming shower your shooting corns presage. 
Old aches will throb, your hollow tooth will rage; 
Sauntenug in coffeehouse is Dulman seen ; 
He damns the climate, and complains of spleen. 

Meanwhile the South, rising with dabbled wings, 
A sable cloud athwart tlie welkin flings, 



** Thi? image of the morning at the other end of the town 1910 vary 
familiar and entcrtainint;, that to make it yet more familiar, and to 
£;ive it the economical and domestic air, a gentleman of thosQ portt 
. ha^ always by him a s»et ofliveries of the largest size, in order to eqpif 
the most ofRcio'.is of tlii^rank of men, upon the very firgt tender of their 
««rvice ; this method establishes him in tlic* character of being the 
\)o>\ ma-ier in the wo:Ki, because he gives/ce*, as well as wagts: and 
iiis peo;.leat the same time are nolr<:> famed fordifigenceand fideli- 
ty, for he is always j-ure of a very itrict and close attendance.** ** An- 
notations, i:r/' Part I. p. J2. The following passage in the Exami- 
ner is a further ro!ifiniiation < f the same story : ** 1 have heard of a 
certain illustrious {)erson, ^\h >, having a gvard du corps^ that forced 
their attendance upon him, piit them into a livery, and maintained 
them as his servant.": thui answering f i'at famous question, 

*' Quis cuslodiet ipsot curtodies?^^ Examiner, No. 11. N. 
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That swili'd more liquor than it could coDtaio, 

And, like a dninkard g:ives it up a^io. 

Brisk Susau vbips her lineo from the rope, 

If^liile the first drizzling shower is borne a^loT>e : 

Such is that spriokiiDg which some cai^less queau ~ 

Flirts on you from her mop, but not so clfaii : 

Tou fly, invoke the jEods ; then, turning step 

To rail; she, siojnu«r« still whirls on her mop. 

T^ot yet the dust had shunoM th' unequal strife, 

But, aided by the wind, fought still for life. 

And, waited witli its foe by violent ^s:usl, 

'Twas doubtful which was rain, and which was dust. 

Ah ! where must needy poet seek for aid, 

When dust and rain at once his coat invade ? 

*Sole coat ! where dust, cemented by ihe rain. 

Erects"^ the nap, and leaves a cloudy stain I 

Now in contiguous drops the flood comes dowo> 
Threatening with deluge this devoted town. 
To shops in crowds the daggled females fly. 
Pretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 
The Templar spruce, while every spout's abroach. 
Stays till 'tis fiur, yet seems to call a coach. 
The tuck*d-up seamstress walks with hasty strides, 
While streams run down her oiKd umbrella's sides* 
Here various kinds, by various fortunes led. 
Commence acquaintance underneath a shed. 
Triumphant tories, and desponding whigs^ 
Foiget their feuds, and join to save their wigs. 
BoxM in a chair, the Beau impatient sits, 
While spouts run clattering o^r the roof by fits, 
And ever and anon with frightful din 
The leather sounds ; he trembles Drom witliin.. 

• Origiaally thus : 
" His only «mt, vbeiv dust, coofus'd with rain, 
Bough€OS the nap, and leaves a miogled ftaio.*' N. 

s 2 
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So \vben Troy chainnen bore the wooden steed, 
PregnaDt with Greeks impatient to be freed, 
(Those bully Greeks^ who, as the modems do, 
Instead of paying chairmen, ran them through) 
Laocoon struck the outside with his spear, 
And each imprisonM hero quak'd for fear. 

INTow firom all parts the swelling kennels flow» 
And bear their trophies with them as they go : 
filths of all hue& and odour, seem to tell 
What street they sailM from, by their sight and smell. 
They, as each torrent drives, with rapid force. 
From Smithfield to St. 'Pulchre's shape theb coune, 
And in huge confluence joined at Snowhill ridge, 
Fall from die conduit prone to Holbom bridge. 
Sweepings from butchers' stalls, dung, guts, and blooc 
Drown'd puppies, stinking sprats, all drench'd in nm<i 
Dead cats, and turnip-tops come tumbling down t 
flood. 



ON THE LITTLE HOUSE 

BY THE CHimCMYARD OF CASTLENOCK. 171 

WHOEVER pleases to inquire 
Why yonder steeple wants a spiref 
The gray old fellow, poet Joe,* 
The philosophic cause w31 show. 
Once on a time a western blast 
At least twelve inches overcast, 
Reckoning roo( weathercock, and al^ 
Which came with a prodigious UU ; 

"^ Mr. B«aiiBKmt of TriiQ. C 
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And tmnbliog topsyturvy roiuid 
Lit with its bottom od the poaixL 
For, by the laws of gravitatioii^ 
It fell into its proper station. 

This is the little stnittiog pile, 
Yon see just by the churchyard stile ; 
The walls in tumbling gave a knoefc. 
And thus the steeple got a shock ; 
From whence the neighbouring &rmer calls 
The steeple, Knock; the vicar. Walls.* 

The vicar once a week creeps in. 
Sits with his knees up to his chin; 
Here cons his notes, and takes a whet, 
Till the small ragged flock is met* 

A traveller, who by did pass, 
ObservM the roof behind the grass : 
On tiptoe stood, and rear'd lus snout. 
And saw the panon creeping out ; 
Was much surpris'd to see a crow 
Venture to build his nest so low. 

A schoolboy ran unto 't and thought. 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught. 
A third, who lost his way by night. 
Was forc'd for safety to alight. 
And stepping o'er the fabric roo( 
His horse had like to spoil his hoof. 

Warburtonf took it in his noddle, 
This building was designed a model ; 
Or of a pigeon-house or oven, 
To bake one loa( and keep one dove in. 

Then Mrs. Johnson^ gave her verdict. 

And every one was pleas'd that heard it : 

•-^ 

^ Archdeacta ffaH, a correspondent of Swift's. F. 
t Dr. Swift*8^CQrate at Laracor. F. 
s Stella. F. 

b3 
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All that you make ^his stir about 
Is but a still which wants a sf>out 
The reverend Dr. Raymond* guess'd 
More probably than all the rest; 
He said, but that it wanted room. 
It might have been a pigmy's tomb. 

The doctor's family came by. 
And little miss began to cry ; 
Give me that house in my own hand t 
Then madam bade the chariot stand, 
Caird to the clerk, in manner mild. 
Pray, reach that thing here to the child : 
That thJttt, I mean, among the kale ; 
AdA here*^ to buy a pot of ale. 

The clerk said to her, in a heat. 
What ! sell my master's country seatj 
Where he comes every week from town ! 
He would not sell it for a .crown. 
Poh ! fellow, keep not such a pother; 
In half an hour thouFt make anotlier. 

Says Nancy,t I can make for miss 
A finer house ten times than this; 
The dean will give me willow sticks, 
And Joe my apron full of bricks^ 



* Minister of Trim. F. 
t The waiting woman. F. 
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HE VIRTUES OF SID HAMET* THE MA- 
GICIAN'S KOD.t 1710. 

The rod was but a harmless wand, 
Wliile Moses held it in bis hand ; 
But, soon as e'er he laid it down, 
'TM'as a devouring serpent grown. 
Our great magician, HametSid, 
Reverses what the prophet did r 
His rod was honest English wood, .^ 
That senseless in a corner stood, 
Till, metam(B-phos'd bj his grasps ^ 
It grew an all-devouring asp ; 
Would hiss, and sting, and roll,, and twist, 
B7 the mere virtue of his fist ; 

But, when he laid it down, as quick 

Resum'd the figure of a stick. 
So, to her midnight feasts, the hag 

Rides on a broomstick for a nag. 

That,rab'd b}' magic of her breech. 

O'er sea and land conveys the witch ; 

But with the morning dawn resumes 

The peaceful state of common brooms. 

They tell us something strange and odd. 

About a certain magic rod,| 

That bending down its top, divines 

Whene'er the soil has golden mines ; 

• The Earl of Godolphin. 

f This poem was inserted in Morphew's Miscellanies, with this in* 
Production undoobtedly dictated by Dr. Swift: " The following heing 
^i^Sed \xy some to iHf after the au thorns manner, I have ventured to 
Pint it" N. 
' X The vvrg;ula divimt said to be attracted hy minerals. Swift. 

t 
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Where there are none, it stands erect, 
Scorning to show the least respect; 
As ready was the wand of Sid, 
To bend where golden mines were hid ; 
Jn Scottish hills found precious ore,* 
Where none e'er look'd for it before $ 
And by a gentle bow divin'd 
How well a cully's purse was lin'd 
To a forlorn and broken rake, 
Stood without motion like a stake. 

The rod of Hermes was renown'd 
For charms above, and under ground; 
ToTflleep could fnortal eyelids ^y 
And drive departed souls to Styx. 
That rod was a just type of Sid's, 
Wliich o'er a British senate's lids 
Could scatter opium full as well. 
And drive as many souk to Hell. 

Sid's rod was slender, white, and tall, 
Which oft he us'd to fish withal ; 
A place was fasten'd to the hook, 
And many score of gudgeons took ; 
Yet still so happy was his fate. 
He caught his fish, and sav^d his bait. 

Sid's brethren of the conjuring tribe, 
A circle with their rod describe. 
Which proves a magical redoubt, 
To keep mischievous ^nrits out, 
Sid's rod was of a larger stride, 
And made a circle thrice as wide. 
Where spirits throng'd with hideous dio. 
And he stood there to take them in; 

I 

* Supposed to allude to the Union. Swirr. 
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But, vhenth* enchanted rod was broke, 
They vaoished in a gdnking snu^e. 

Achilles' sceptre was of wood, 
Uke Sid's, but nothing near so good ; 
Though down from ancestors divine 
Transmitted to the hero's Kne ; 
Thence, through a long descent <^ kings, 
Came an hkibloom, as Homer sings. 
Though this description looks so big. 
That sceptre was a sapless twig. 
Which, from the fatal day, when first 
It left the forest where 'twas nurs'd. 
As Homer teUs us o'er and o'er, < 

j>ror lea^ nor fruit, nor blossom bore. 
Sid^s sceptre, full <^ juice, did shoot 
In golden boughs, and golden fruit; 
And he, the dragon never sleeping. 
Guarded each fair Hesperian fnppin. 
No hobby horse, with goigeous top, 
The dearest in Charles Mather's* shof^ 
Or glittering tinsel of May-fair, 
Could with this rod of Sid compare. 

Dear Sid, then, why wert thou so mad 
To break thy rod Hke naughty lad ! 
Tou should have kiss'd it in your distress 
And then retum'd it to your mistress; 
Or made it a Newmarketf switch, 
And not a rod for thy own breech. 
Bat since old Sid has broken this. 
His next may be a rod in piss. 

^ An onlnent toyman in neet-etreet Swirr. 
t Lord Godolphin is satirised by Mr. Pope for a strong attachment 
tlieturf. 6ee his Moral £ssays. U. 
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ATLAS; OR, THE MINISTER OF STATE. 

TO THE LORD TREASURER OXFORD. 1710* 

Atlas, \ve read in aDcient song, 
Was so exceeding tall and strong. 
He bore the skies upon his back, 
Just as the pedlar does his pack : 
But, as a pedlar overpress'd, 
Uoloads upon a stall to rest. 
Or, when he can no longer stand, 
Desires a friend to lend a hand ; 
So Atlas, lest the ponderous spheres 
Should sink, and fall about his ears. 
Got Hercules to bear the pile, 
That he might sit and rest a while. 

Tet Hercules was not so strong, 
Nor could have borne it half so long. 

Great statesmen are in this condition $ 
And Atlas is a politician, 
A premier minister of state $ 
Alcides one of second rate, 
Suppose then Atlas ne'er so wise ; 
Tet, when the weight of kingdoms lies 
Too long upon his single shoulders, 
Sink down be must, or find upholders- 
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A TOWN ECLOGUE. 1710. 

(first FB.IVTED IN THE'*¥1tTLEB.) 

Scene, the Royal Exchange. 

CORTDON. 

NOW the keen rigour of the winter's o'er, 

No hail descends, and iirosts can pinch no more. 

While other gu'ls confess the ^eniai spring. 

And laugh aloud, or amorous ditties sing. 

Secure from cold their lovely necks display, 

An^ throw each useless chafing-dish away; 

Why sits my Phillis discontented here. 

Nor feels the turn of the revolving year ? 

Why ou that brow dwell sorrow and dismay, 

Where Loves Avere wont to sport, and Smiles to play ? 

Phillis. Ah, Corydon ! survey the 'Change around, 
Through all the 'Change no wretch like me is found: 
Alas ! the day, when I, pcior heedless maid, 
Was to your rooms in Lincoln's Inn betray'd ; 
Then how yon swore, how many vows you made ! 
Ye listening Zephyrs, that o'erheard his love. 
Waft the soft accents to the gods above. 
Alas ! the day ; for (O, eternal shame !) 
I sold you handkerchiefs, and lost my fame. 

Cor. When I forget the favour you bestow'd. 
Red herrings shall be spawn'd in Tyburn Road ; 
Fleet street transform^ become a flowery green, 
And mass be sung where operas are seen. 
The wealthy cit, and the St. James's beau, 
Shill change their quarters, and their joys forego; 
Stockjobbing, this, to Jonathan's shall come, 
At the Groom Porter's, that, play off bis plum. 
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Phil. But what to me does all that love avail. 
If, while I doze at home o'er porter's ale, 
Each night with wipe and wenches you regale | 
M7 livelong hours in anxious cares are past, 
And raging hunger lays my beauty waste. 
On templars spruce in vain I glances throw, 
And with shrill voice invite them as they go. 
Expos'd in vain my glossy ribands shine, 
And unregarded wave upon the twine. 
The week dies round ; and when my profit's known^ 
I hardly clear enough to change a crown. 

Cor. Hard fate of virtue, thus to be distress'd, 
Thou fairest of thy trade, and far the best ! 
As fruitmen's stalls the summer-market grace, 
And ruddy peaches them ; as first in place 
Plumcake is seen o'er smaller pastry ware, 
And ice on that ; so Phillis does appear 
In playhouse and in park, above the rest 
Of belles mechanic, elegantly drest. 

Phil. And yet Crepundia, that conceited fair, 
Amid her toys, affects a saucy air. 
And views me hourly with a scornful eye. 

Cor. She might as well with bright Cleora vie. 

Phil. With this large petticoat I strive in vain 
To hide my folly past, and coming pain ; 
'Tis now no secret; she, and fifty more. 
Observe the symptoms I had once before : 
A second babe at Wapping must be plac'd. 
When I scarce bear the charges of the last. 

Cor. What I could raise I sent ; a pound of plums* 
Five shillings, and a coral for his gums; 
To-morroM' I intend him sometiiing more. 

Phil. I sent a frock and pair of shoes before. 

Cor. However, you shall home with me to nighty 
Forget your cares, and revel in delight. 
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EPITAPH, Ac n 

I have io store a pint or two of ivine, 
Some cracknels, and the remnant of a chine. 
And now on either side, and all wound, 
The weighty shopboards fall, and bars resound ; 
Each ready seamstress slips her pattins on, 
And ties her hood, preparing to be gone. 



EPITAPH, 

INSCRIBED ON ▲ MAKBLB TABLET, IN BEBKXLET 
CHUBCHy OLOUCESTEBSHIRE. 

Carolus Comes de Bkrkslx?, Vicecomes Durslxt, 
Baro Bkrkslbt, de Berkeley Cast, Mowbkat, Skobayk, 

£t BhucK| h nobilissimo Ordine Baloei Eques, 

Vir ad genus quod qpectat et proavos usquequaqoe nobilis, 

£t loDgo si quis alius procerum stemmate editus; 

Muniis etiam tam illastri rtirpi dignis insignitos. 

Siquidem a Qvlikimo III** ad ordines fcederati Belgii 

Ablegatus et Pleoipoteotianis Extraordinarius 
BdMis, noD Britanniae tantdm, sed totius fere Europe 
(Tone temporis prssertim ardois) per annos V. incubuit, 
Quam felici diligentiiL, fide quam intemeratH, 
Ex illo discas, Lector, quod, superstite patre. 
In magnatum ordinem adscisci meruerit. 
Fait i sanctioribus consiliis et Regi Gulibl. et Akkm Reginse, 
E proregibus Hibemiee secundus, 
Comitatom civitatnmque Glocest. et Brist. Dominus Locn mtenens, 
Surriae et Glocest. Custos Rot., Urbis Glocest. magnus 
SeneBcallus, Arcis sancti de firiavell CasteUanus, 
Goardianus Forests de Dean. 
Denique ad Turcarum primum, deinde ad Roman. Imperatorem. 
Com Legatus Extraordinarius designatus esset, 
Quo minus has etiam omaret provincias 

Obstitit adversa corporis valetudo. 

Sedrestat adhuc, prs quo sordescunt caetera, 

HonoB veins, stabiiis, et vel morti cedere nescius, 

Qudd yeritatem evaogelicam send amplexus; 
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£rga Deum pius, erga pauperes munificus, 

Adversus omnes squus et benevolus, 

In Christo jam placid^ obdormit 

Cum eodem olim regnaturuH uni. 

Natus VIII« April, mocxlix. denatus 

xxiv^ Septem. mdccx. setat. suae lxxi. 



LINES WRITTEN ElkTEMFOBE ON MR. HARLEY^S BEING 
STABBED, AND ADDRESSED TO HIS PHYSICIAN. 
1710-11. 

ON Britain Europe's safety lies; 
Britain is left if Harley dies : 
Harley depends upon your skill : 
Thiuk what you save, or what you kill.' 



/? 



AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG. 

BEING TilS INTKI^OSD 8PKECU OF 

▲ FAMOUS ORATOR AGAINST PEACE.f 1711. 

AN Orator dismal of Nottinghamshire^ 

Who has forty years let out his conscience to hire, 

* *M told lord treasurer of four lines I writ extempore, witli IBJ 
pencil, on a bit of paper in his house, while he lay wounded. Some 
of the servant?, I suppose, made waste paper of them ; and he nefcr 
heard of them." Journal to Stella, Feb. 19, 1711-12. 

f *^ Lord Nottingham, a famous tory and speechmaker, isgoneoTcr 
to the whig ^ide. Tiiey toast him daily, and lord Whartoo sayi * It 
isDimnal (so they call him from his looks) will save England at lait* 
Lord tro isurer was hinting as if he wished a ballad was made on him, 
and I wiii get up one against to-morrow." Journal to Stella, Dec. 
5, r/il.— " I was this morning making the ballad, two degrees above 
Ctrub street. Then dined with our society. The printer came be- 
fore wf pait'd, and brought the b illad, which made them laugh very 
heartily a dozen times." Ibid. Dec. 6. N. 



BALLAD ON LORD NOTTINGHAM 93 

Out of zeal for his countrj, and want of a place, 
Is come up, vi et arnds^ to break the queen's peace. 
He has vamp'd au old q»eech, and the court, to their 

sorrow. 
Shall hear him haran^e a'ainst Prior to-morrow. 
Wheu oijcc he be^ns, he uever will flinch, 
But repeats the same note a whole day, like a Finch. 
I have heard all the sncech repeated by Hopoy, 
And, " Mistakes to prevent, I've obtained a copy.'* 

THE SPEECH. 

Whereas. notwUhstandin^, I am in ^reat pain, 
• To hear we are making a peace Mithout Spain; 
But. most noble schators, 'tis a great fihame. 
There should be a peace, while I'm Noiin-eame. , 
The duke show'd me all his fine house; and the 

duchess 
From her closet brought out a full purse in her 

clutches : 
I talk'd of a peace, and they both gave a start. 
His grace s\* ore by G — d, and lier grace let a f — t : 
Mv long old-f'ishion'd pocket vias presently cranim'd; 
kvA ?<K)uer llian vote for a peace I'll be damn'd. 

But come will cry Turncoat, and rip up old stories, 
Hou 1 ahvavq jreinidt^d to be for the tories: 
I answer; tht* lories were ijj my good graces, 
Till all ui) rc'latious were put into places. 
Bu- ^l^ll I m ill principle ever the same. 
And will 'jiiit my best friends, while I'm Noi'tngame. 

When I ami some othcis snb.^ribed our names 
To a pi' t for exp'fllJng m\ master kins Juwi. s ; 
I v'Hitlrcw my siivfcrijA-on !«} h( I.j o" blot, 
And bo nii^ljt discover or gain b) the plot : 



04 SWIFT'S POEMS- 



1 



I had my advantage and stood at defiance. 
Tor Daniel was got from the den of the tions. 
I came in without danger, and was I to blame ? 
For, rather than hang, I would he NotAn^game. 

I swore to the queen, that the prince of HanoTe^ 
Duriag her sacred life would never come over : 
I made use of a trope ; that ^* an heir to invite, 
Was like keeping her monument always in si^it.*' 
But, when I thought proper, I alter'd my note; 
And in her own hearing I boldly did vote, 
That her majesty stood in great need of a tutor, ^ 

And must have an old or a young coadjutor: i^^;. j 

For why ; I would fain have put all in a flame^ -'' 

Because, for some reasons, I was Nat-in-game. ^ 

Now my n6w benefactors have brought me aboati 
And I'll vote against peace, with Spain or without : 
Though the court gives my nephews, and brotIier%,aBd 

cousins. 
And all my whole family places by dozens \ 
Tet, since I know where a fiiU purse may be found. 
And hardly pay eighteen pence tax in the poupd : 
Since the tories have thus disappointed my hopes, 
And will neither regard my figures nor tropes ; 
I'll speech against peace while DismaTs my name, 
And be a true whig, while I'm Not-in-game^ 



* " There was printed a Grubstreet speech of Lord — irrr^r — i 
and he was nich an owl to complain of it in the house of lord|,.ich» 
have taken up the printer for it. 1 heard at court, that Walpol^^a 
great whig member) said, that I and my whimsical club writ.|t it 
one of our meetings, and that I should pay for it. He wiU |ptf ki 
lies; and 1 shall let him know by a third hand my thought! of Ub.** 
Journal to Stella, Dec. 18, 1711. N. 
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THE WINDSOR PROPHECY * 

** About three months ago, al Windsor, a poor koi^t's 
widow was buried in the cloisterB. In digging the 
grave, the sexton struck against a small leaden coffer, 
about half a foot in length, and four inches wid^. 
The poor man, expecting he had discovered a trea- 
sure, opened it with some difficulty ; but found only 
a small parchment, rolled up veiy fast, put into a 
leather case; which case was tied at the top, and 
sealed with a St George, the impression on black 
wax, very rude and gothic The parchment was 
carried to a gentleman of learning, who found in it 
the foUoinng lines, written in a black old Elnglish 
letter, and in the orth<^raphy of the age, which 
seems to be about two hundred years ago. I made 
a dnft to obtain a copy of it ; but the transcriber, I 
find, hath in many parts altered the spelling to the 
modem way. The original, as I am informed, is 

now in the hands of the ingenious Dr. W ^ F. 

R. S. where, I suppose, the curious will not be re- 
fuaed die satisfaction of seeing it. 

* M I i^y^ written a Prophecy, which I design to print. I did it 
to-daj, and some other versee.'* Journal to Stella, Dec. 23, 1711. 
** Mj Prophecy is printed, and wiU be published after Christmas^ay. 
I liiEe it mightily; I don*t know how it will pass.*' Ibid. Dec. 24. — 
** I called at noon at Mrs. Masham^s, who desired me not to let the 
Pkophecy be published, for fear of angering the queen about the 
Doehess of Somerset : so I writ to the printer to stop them.** Ibid. 
Dec. 26.—^^ I entertamed our society at the Thatched House tavern. 
The printer had not received my letter, and so brought us a doxen 
copies of the Pn^becy ; but I ordered him to part with no more. It 
is an adnurable good one, and people sre mad for it.*' Ibid. Dec. 
27. W. 
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" The lines seem to be a sort of prophecy, and written 
in verse, as old prophecies usually are, but io a veiy 
hobbling kind of measure. Their meaning is veiy 
dark, if it be any at all j of which the learned rea- 
der can judge better than I : however it be, aeyenl 
persons were of opinion, that they deserved to be pub" . 
lished, both as they discover somewhat of the geaam 

• of a former age, and may be an amusement to the pre- 
sent" 

« 

When a holy black Swede, the son of Bob,* 
With a sainif at his chin, and a sealf at his fob, 
Shall not see one^ New-year'' s-day in that year, 
Then let old England make good cheer : 
Windsor^ and Bristow^ tlien shall be 
Joined together in the Lorv-coimtree.^ 
Then shall the loll blnck Daventry Bird 
Speak against peace right many a word ; 
And some shall admire his conying wit. 
For many good groats his tongue sliall slit. 
But, spighi of the Harpy^ ihat crawls on all four, 
There shall be peace, pardie, and war no more. 
But Englond miwt cry alack and well a-day, 
If tlie stick be taken from the dead sea. 
And, dc:\Y Engloiid, if ought 1 uiiderstond. 
Beware of Carroia^^ from No^'thnwhcrlond. 

* Dr. John Rohinfon, Bbhop of Bristol, one of tiic plcnipotcatit' 
riea at (.'trcc^it. N. 

f \\o wp- Dean of ^^'indaor, and lo'U privy ^o:\\. iV. 

J The N-w Style (vhich w.'8 nrtuswl in Grr-at E-r'/^in and Ire- 
lanr till 1752) was Hum ohscived i:i in»fct, . .pt- of E'uope. Tl* 
bisli.c- .-ei oiM from E.>:''l'tiiid the ifiito: ciid oi Di-cr^mlKT, O. S. ; voA^ 
on Li^ anivTl i Utrcciit, f>v the v-ariation ^^f the Style, he/oiurf 
Jan"^ry F.murwh.it alv-nct-d. T*. 

V \llidi;i^«^' lU. de.uHr.r and bl&iiopnck bcin; possessed by the 
aanir* ii» r-(.i ih-u ..t i't . (.iit. ■>. 

li Eiil*^' :\oi'i'i;,h;;i-:. IV. f Duke of MarlbjroiiJih. N- 

•* The Duchess of Somerset. JV. 



EPIGRAM. 97 

Garrets sown Thynm^ a deep root may get. 

If so be tbey are in Samer set : 

Theii-f Cmyngs mark thou : for I have been told, 

They assassine when }'oung, and poison when old. 

Root out these Carrots, O thouy^ wheee name 

Is backwards find forwards always the same ; 

And keep close to thee always that name, 

Which backwards and forwards^ is almost the same. 

And, £ngIond, wouldst thou be happy btill. 

Bury those Carrots under a HiU,^ 



EPIGRAM. 1712. 

AS Thomas was cudgelFd one day by his wife, 

He took to the street, and fled for his life : 

Tom's three dearest friends came by in the squabble, 

And sav'd him at once from the shrew and the rabble; 

Then ventur'd to give him some sober advice — 

But Tom is a person of honour so nice. 

Too wise to take counsel, too proud to take warning. 

That he sent to all three a challenge next morning : 

Three duels he fought, thrice ventur'd his liCe ; 

Went home, and was cudgelKd again by his wife. 

* Thomas ThTune, of Longleate, Esq. a gentleman of very greut 
estate, married the above lady after the deatli of her first husband, 
Henry Cavendish, Earl of Ogle, only son to Henry, Duke of New 
castle, to whom she had been betrothed in her infancy. N. 

f Count Koningsmark. N. 

t ANNA. N. § MASHAM. N. 

^ Lady Masham*8 maiden name was Hill. N. 

VOL. X. F 
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GORINNA,* A BALLAD. 1711-12. 

THIS day (the year I dare not tell) 

Apollo play'd the midwife^s part : 
Into the world Corinna fell, 

And he endow'd her with his art. 

But Cupid with a Satyr comes ; 

Both softly to the cradle creep ; 
Both stroke her hands, and rub her gums. 

While the poor child lay fast asleep. 

Then Cupid thus : " This little maid 

Of love shall always speak and write." 
** And I pronounce," the Satyr said, 

" The world shall feel her scratch and bite." 

■■■> 

Her talent she displayed betimes ; 

For in twice twelve revolving moons, 
She seemM to laugli and squall in rhymes, 

And all her gestures were lampoons. 

At six years old the subtle jade 

Stole to the pantry door, and found 
The butler with my lady's maid : 

And you may swear the tale went round. 

She made a song, how little miss 
Was kissM and slobber'd by a lad : 

* In this Ballad, Mrs. Manley is characterized.—^ I wai la ^ 
city to-day, and dined with my printer, and gave him a ballad f0^ 
hj several bando, I know not whom. I believe lord treasurer ho^ * 
fliger in it. I added three tUmsat. I suppose Dr. Arbuthnot had ^ 
greatpst share." .lournal to StMU, Jan. 3, 1711-12. N. 
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And bow when master went to 

MisB came, and pecpM at all he had. 

At tvelve a wit and a coquette; 

Manries fof love, half whore, half wife ; 
Cuckolds, elopes, and runs in debt ; 

Turns authoress, and is Curli's for life. 

Her common-place book all gallant is. 
Of scandal now a cornucopia ; 

She pours it out in Atalantis, 
Or memoirs of the New Utopia. 



THE FABLE OF MIDAS.* 171M2. 

MIDAS, we are in story told, 
Tum*d every thing he touch'd to gold : 
He chipp'd his bread ; the pieces round 
Glittered like spangles on the ground : 
A codling, ere it went his lip in. 
Would straight become a golden pippin : 
He call'd for drink ; you saw him sup : 
Potable gold in golden ciq> : 
His empty paunch that he mig^ fill, 
He suck'd his victuals throu^ a quill : 
Untouch'd it past'd between his grindeis, 
Or^t had been happy for gold-finders : 

^ *' To-day I poblidied * The Fable of Midas,* a poem prioted on 
a loose half sheet of paper. I know not how it will take ; but it 
passed wooderfiifly at oar society to-night; and Mr. Secretary read 
it before me the other night, to lord treasurer, at Lord Maehnro's^ 
where they e<|aaUy approved oT it. Tell me how it panes if i|h)roi«'^^ 
ioumal to Stella, Feb. 14, 1711-12. N. 
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He cock'd his hat, you would have said 
Mambrino's helm adorn'd his head ; 
Whene'er he chanced his hands to lay 
Oo magazines of corn or hay, 
Gold ready coinVi appeared, instead 
Of paitiy provender and bread; 
Hence by wise farmers we are told. 
Old hay is equal to old gold : 
And hence a critic deep maintains, 
We leain'd to weigh our gold by grains. 

This fool had got a luck^ hit ; 
And people fauci'd he had wit. 
Two gods their skill in music tri'd, 
And both chose Midas to decide : 
He against Phcebus' harp decreed, 
And gftve it for Pan's oaten reed : 
The god of wit, to show His grudge, 
Clapt asses' ears upon the judge ; 
A goodly pair, erect and wide. 
Which he could neither gild nor hide. 

And now the virtue of his hands 
Was lost among Pactolus' sands. 
Against whose torrent while he swims. 
The golden scurf peels off his limbs : 
Fame spreads the news, and people travel 
From far to gather golden gravel ; 
Midas, expos'd to all their jeers, 
Had lost his art, and kept his ears. 

This tale inclines the gentle reader 
To think upon a certain leader; 
To whom, from Midas down, descends 
That virtue in the fingers' ends. 
."What else by perquisites are meant, 
'By pensions, bribes, and three pcx cent P 
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Bj places and commiaBioiis sold, 
And tumii^ dung itself to gold ? 
By stanriog in the midst of store, 
As t'other Midas did before ? 

None e'er did modem Midas choose, 
Subject or patron of his Muse, 
But found him thus their merit scan. 
That Phoebus must gi^e place to Pan : 
He values not the poet's praise, 
Nor will exchange his plums for bays; 
To Pan alone rich misers call ; 
And there's the jest, for Fan is all. 
Here flnglish wits will be to seek, 
Howe'er, 'tis all one in the Greek. 

Besides, it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too has asses' ears ; 
Where eyeiy fool his mouth applies, 
And whispers in a thousand lies; 
Such gross delusions could not pass 
Through any ears but of an ass. 

But gold defiles with frequent touch. 
There's nothing fouls the hand so much : 
And scholars give it for the cause 
Of British Midas' dirty paws ; 
Which, while the senate strove to scour, 
They wash'd away the chemic power. 

While he his utmost strength appli'd. 
To swim against this popular tide. 
The golden spoils flew off apace. 
Here fell a pension, there a place : 
The torrent merciless imbibes 
Commissions, perquisites, and bribes ; 
By their own weigiit sunk to the bottom ; 
Much good may do them that have caught 'em t 
And Midas now ne^le^ted stands, 
With asses' ears, and dirty hand» 
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TOLAND'S IJS^VITATION TO DISMAL:' 

TO DINE WITH THE CALF's HEAJD CJXB> 
Imitated (torn Hor^lcx, Lib. I. Epist. d. 

IF, dearest Dismal^ you for oDce can dine 
Upon a single dish, and tavern wine, - 
Toland to jou this invitation sends, 
To eat the calfs head with your trusty friends. 
PSuspend a while your vain ambitious hopes, 
Leave hunting after bribes, foi^et your trope?. 
To-morrow we our mystic feast prepare, 
Where thou, our latest proselyte, shalt share : 
When we, by proper signs and symbols, tell, 
How, by brave hands, the royal traitor fell ; 

8x potes Archaicis convitra recumbere Icctis, 
X^ec modic& ccenare times olus omne patell§l, 
Sapremo te sole domi, Torquate, manebo. 

Mitte leves spes, ct certamina dintiarum, 
Et Moschi causam. Cras oato Caesare festiis 
Dat v^cniam somnumque dies : impune Ucebit 
JBstivam sermone benigno tendcre ooctem. 

Quid noa ebrietas designat ? operta recludit ; 

* ** Have you seen Toland^s Invitation to Dismal ? How do yea 
like it ? But it is an imitation of Horace ; and perhaps you do not 
understand Horace." Journal to Stella, July 1, 1712.—** Have yoo 
seen Toland-s Invitation to Dismal,^' or, ** A Hue and Cry after 
Dismal," or, " A Ballad on Dunkirk," or, " An Agreement that 
Dunkirk is not in our Hands ?" Ibid. July 17, 1712. N. 

f This poem, and that which follows it, are two of the penny papen 
mentioned in Swift's Journal to Stella, Aug. 7, 1712. They are printed 
from folio copies in the Lambeth Library. N. 
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The meat shall represent the tyrant's head. 
The wioe his blood our predecessors shed ; 
While an alluding hymo some artist slugs, 
We toast, " Confusion to the race of kings !" 
At monarchy we nobly show our spite, 
And talk, what Ibols call treason, all the night. 

Who, by disgraces or ill fortune sunk. 
Feels not his soul enlivened when he's drunk ? 
Wine can clear up Codolphin's cloudy face. 
And fill Jack Smith with hopes to keep his place : 
"Ay force of wine, e^n Scarborough is brave, 
Hal grows more pert, and Somers not so grave : 
Wine can give Portland wit, and Cleaveland sense, 
Montague learning, Bolton eloquence : 
Chohnondeley, when drimk, can never lose his warn! ; 
And Lincoln then imagines he has laud. 

My province Is, to see that all be right. 
Glasses and linen clean, and pewter bright ; -;^. 

From our mysterious club to keep out spies, 
And tories (dressM like waiters) in disguise. 
Tou diall be coupled as you best approve. 
Seated at table next the men you love. 
Sunderland, Orford, Boyle, and Richmond's grace, 
'Will come ; and Hampden shall have Walpole's place 
Wharton, unless prevented by a whore. 
Will hai'dly fail ; and there is room for more« 
Bat I love elbowroom whene'er I drink ; 
And honest Harry^ is too apt to stink. 

Spes jubet esse ratas; id pratlia tnidit inermem; 
Solicitis animis ouos eximit ; addocet artes. 
Fcecundi caliccs quern non fecere disertum ? 
Contracta quern non ia paupertate solutum ? 
Haec ego procurare et idoneus imperor, et noa 
Invitus; ne turpe toral, ne sordida mappa 

^' Right Hon. Henry Boyle, mentioned twice before. ?x. 
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Let no pretence of business make you stay ; 
Yet take one word of counsel by the way. 
If Guernsey callsj send word you're gone abroad ; 
He'll teaze you with King Charles, and Bishop Laiid, 
Or make you fast, and carry you to prayers : 
But, if be will break in, and walk up stairs. 
Steal by the backdoor out, and leave him there ; 
Then order Squash to call a hackney chair. 



PEACE AND DUNKIRK. 

BEING AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG UPON THE 8UBBBM- 
DER OF DUNKIRK TO GENERAL HILL. 1712. 

To the Tune of, " The King shall enjoy his own again/' 

SPITE of Dutch friends and English foes. 

Poor Britain shall have peace at last : 
Holland got towns, and we got blows ; 
But Dunkirk's ours, we'll hold it fast. 
We have got it in a string. 
And the whigs may all go swing. 
For among good friends I love to be plain ; 
All their false deluded hopes 
Will, or ought to end in ropes ; 
" But the Queen shall enjoy her own again/^ 

€ornigat nares; ne non et canlhanis, et lanx, 
Ostendat tibi to ; ne fidos inter amicos 
8it, qui dicta foras eliminet : ut coeat par, 
Jungattirque pari. Brutum tibi, Scptioiiuniqne, 
£t, nisi coena prior potiorque puclla Sabinum 
Deli net, a«6tininm ; locus est et pluribus umbris : 
bled nimift arcta premirat olidx con vi via caprae. 
TiJ, quotus esse velis, rescribe ; et rebus omisfiJ!, 
Mria servantem postico falle clientemv 
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II. 

Sunderland's tun out of his idts, 

And Dismal double Dismal looks ; 
Wharton can only swear by fits, 
And strutting Hal is off the hooks; 

Old Godolphin fiill of spleen. 

Made false moves, and lost his queen ; 
Harry look'd fierce, and shook his ragged mane : 

But a prince of high renown 

Swore he'd rather lose a crown, 
^' Than the Q^een should enjoj her own agaiuv"" 

III. 
Our merchant ships may cut the Line, 

And not be soapt by privateers. 
And commoners who love good wine 
Will drink it now as well as peers : ^ 
Landed men shall have their rent, 
Tet our stocks rise cent, per cent. 
The Dutch from hence shall no more millions drain 
We'll briog on us no more debts. 
Not with bankrupts fill gazettes ; 
^ And the Ctueen shall enjoy her own again.^' 

IV. 

The towns we took ne'er did us good : 
What signified the French to beat ? 
We spent our money and our blood, 

To make the Dutchmen proud and great : 
But the Lord of Oxford swears, 
Dunkirk never shall be theirs. 

F 2 



10ft SWIFT'S POEMS. 

The Dutch-hearted whigs may rail and complaia : 

But true EnglishmeQ may fill 

A good health to general Hill ; 
" For the Ctueea now enjoyi her own again.^' 
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ADDRESSED TO TUS EARL OF OXFORD. 1719. 

Harley, tlic nation's great supporti 
Keturning home one day from court, 
(His miud witli public cares possess'd, 
411 Eui'ope's business ia his breast) 
ObservM a parson near Whitehall 
Cheapening old authors on a stall. 
-The priest was pretty well in case, 
And show'd flomc Immour in his face ; 
Iiook'd with an easy, careless mien, 
A perfect stranger to the spleen ; 
Of size that might a pulpit fill, 
But more incliuiog to sit still. 
My lord (who, if a man may say'c, 
Loves mischief better than his meat) 
Was now disposed to crack a jest. 
And bid friend Lewis* go in quest 
i' This Lewis is a cunning shaver, 
\ud very much in Harley's favour) 
(n quest who might tliis parson be, 
What was his name, of what degree ; 
If possible, to Icam his story, 
.\nd whether he were whig or tory. 

* Frasmus Lewip. e?q, the treasurer's fcrretarf , .'V-. 
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Lewis hk pation*B humour Imows, 
Away npoo his errand goei, 
And quickly did the matter sift ; 
Found out that it was dbctcnr Swift ; 
A clergyman of special note 
For shunning those of his own coat ; 
Whidi made his brethren of the gown 
Take care betimes to run him down : 
No libertine, nor OTer nice. 
Addicted to no sort of vice. 
Went where he pleased, said what he thought 
Not rich, but ow'd no man a groat : 
In state opinions d la made, 
He hated Wharton like a toad, 
Had giTen the faction many a wound, 
And libell'd all the junto round : 
Kept company with men of wit, ~ 

Who often father'd what he writ : ^^ 

His works were hawk'd in every street^ 
But seldom rose above a sheet : 
Of late indeed the paper stamp 
Did very much his genius cramp ; 
And rince he could not spend his 1m, 
Be now intended to retire. 

Said Harley, "' I desire to knoir 
FioBi his own mouth if this be so ; 
Step to the doctor straight, and say, 
Td have him dine with me to day." 
Swift seemed to wonder what he meant, 
Sor would believe my lord bad sent ; 
So never offered once to stir ; 
Bat coMty said, "" Your servant, sir !" 
* Does he refuse me ?" Harley cried ; 
"* He does, with insolence and pride." 

F 3 
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Some few days after, Harlej spies 
The doctor fastened by the eyes 
At Chariog cross among the rout. 
Where painted monsters are hung out : 
He pullM the string, and stoppM his coach. 
Beckoning the doctor to approach. 

Swift, who could neither fly nor hide. 
Came sneaking to the chariot side, 
And ofTer'd many a lame excuse : 
He never meant the least abuse — 
** My lord — the honour you design'd— 
£xtremely proud — ^but I had din'd — 
I'm sure I never should neglect — 
No man alive has more respect — '* 
" Well, I shall think of that no mor^ 
If you'll be sure to come at four/' 

The doctor now obeys the summons, 
Likes both his company and commons; 
IMsplays his talents, sits till ten ; 
Ifezt day invited comes again ; 
Soon grows domestic, seldom fails 
Either at morning or at meals : 
Came early, and departed late ; 
In short, the gudgeon took the bait. 
My lord would carry on the jest. 
And down to Windsor takes hb guest; 
Swift much admires tlic place and ali^ 
And longs to be a canon there ; 
In summer round the park to ridc^ 
In winter — never to reside. 
A canon ! that's a place too mean ; 
Ko, doctor, you shall be a dean ; 
Two dozen canons round your stall) 
And you the tyrant o'er ibera all ; 
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leed but orofis the Irish seas, 
ire in plenty, powor, and ease. 
Swift departs ; and what is worse, 
borrow'd money in his puTBe, 
ik at least a hundred leagues, 
uffers numberless fatigues, 
ipose him now a dean complete, 
irely lolling in his seat ; 
dlTer verge, with decent pride, 
: underneath his cushion side ; 
jse him gone through all vexation^ 
ts, instalments, abjurations, 
firuits and tenths, and chapter-treats ; 
, payments, fees, demands, and cheats — 
kicked laity's contriving 
nder clergymen from thriving, 
all the doctor's money spent, 
enants wrong him in his rent ; 
farmers, spitefully combined, 
s him to take his tithes in kind : 
Parvisol"^ discounts arrears 
ills for taxes and repairs, 
or Swift, with all his losses yex'd« 
knowing where to turn him next, 
'^e a thousand pounds in debt, 
3s horse, and in a mighty fret 
s day and night at such a rate, 
oon arrives at Hariey's gate ; 
was so dirty, pale, and thin, 
Read^ would hardly let him in. 
ud Harley, " Welcome, reverend Dean ! 
It makes your worship look so lean ? 

* The Dean^s agent, a Frenchman. Hr 
t The lord treaaurer'i porter. R 
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Why, sure you won't appear in town 
lu that old wig and rusty gown ? 
I doubt your heart is set on pelf 
So much, that you neglect yourself. 
^Vl)at ! I suppose, now stocks are hi^ 
YouVe some good purchase in your eye f 
Or is your money out at use ?" — 

" Truce, good my lord, I beg a truce,'* 
(The Doctor in a passion cried) 
*' Yoiur raillery is misapplied ; 
Experience I have dearly bought; 
You know I am not woith a groat : 
But you resolv'd to have your jest, 
And 'twas a folly to contest; 
Then, since you now have done your woiist. 
Pray leave me where you found me first.^' 



IMITATIOJSr 

07 PART OF THE SIXTH SATIRfi OP THE 8|EC0ll» 
BOOK OF HORACE. 1714. 

I'VE often wish'd that I had clear, 
For life, six hundred pounds a year, 
A handsome house to lodge a frieud, 
A river at my gardenia end, 
A terrace walk, and half a rood 
Of land, set out to plant a wood. 



Hoc erat in votis: modui agri non ita magocr, 
Hortus ubi, et tecto viciniu jugis aquae fons, 
£t paulum silvse super his foret. Auctius atqUn 
Dii melius lecere.-*^ 
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Well, DOW I have all tliis and more, 
I ask not to increase mj store; 
[^ *But here a grievaiice seem to lie, 
All this is miDe but till I die; 
I can't but think 'twould sound store deverr 
To me and to mj heirs for ever. 

^ If I ne'ar got or ioA a grotty 
By anj trick, or any fault; 
And if I pray by reason's rules. 
And not like forty other fools ; 
As thus, ' Youchsaiie, O ^acious Maker I 
To grant me this and t'other acre : 

Sive Aquilo radii terras, sea bruma nivalem 
Interiore diem gyro trahit, ire necesse est. 
Quid vis, insane, et quas res agis ? improbus urget t 
Iratis precibus, to pulses omne quod obstat. 
Ad Mecenatem memori si mente recurras. 

Hoc juvat, et melli est, non mentiar. 

— Aliena negotia centum 
Per caput, et circa saliunt latus. 

Si ris, potes, addit est instat. 

S^timus octavo propior jam fugerit aniuis, 
£z quo Mecsnas me coepit habere soorum 
In Bumero ; duntazat ad hoc, quern toU^ rhedft 
VeUet, iter fociens, et eui coocredere nugas. 

Subjectior in dkim^ et horam 

Invidis. 

Fr^iduf ft rofltris manat per compita mmor ; 

Qnicunque obviu» est, me consulit. — 

Jurantem me scire nihil, miratur, ut nnum 

Scilicet egregii mortalem altique silenti. 

Perditur hac inter misero lux, non sine votif. 

O rus, quando ego te a^iciam ? quandoque licebit 

If one vetenun IUntIs, aunc somno, et inertibus horii, 

Duoerc soUckae jucunda oMivia vit» ? 

O quando (aba Pythagorx cognata, simulque 

Uncta satii piagoi ponentur oluscula lardo ? 

The twen^ linet withia hool^ were added hy Mr. Pope. IST, 
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Or, if it be thy will and pleasure, 
Direct mj plow to find a treasure (' 
But only what my station fits. 
And to be kept in my right wits, 
Preserve, Almighty Providence ! 
Just what you gave me, competence : 
And let me in these shades compose 
Something in verse as true as prose ; 
Removed from all tli' ambitious scene, 
Nor pufi'M by pride, nor sunk by spleen."} 

In short, I'm perfectly content. 
Let me but live on this side Trent ;* 
Nor cross the channel twice a year. 
To spend six months with statesmen here; 

I must by all means come to town^ 
'Tis for ihe service of ihe crown. 
" Lewis, the Dean will be of use, 
Send for him up, take no excuse.'' 
The toil, the danger of the seas, 
Great ministers ne'er think of these ; 
Or let it cost five hundred pound. 
No matter where the money's found, 
It is but so much more in debt. 
And that they ne'er consider'd yet. 

"' Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
Let my lord know you're come to town." 
I hurry me in haste away. 
Not thinking it is levee-day 

* Swift was pcrpetiially expressing his deep disc<Mitent at hii tt^^ 
yrefcnneDt, and fonning schemes for exchanging it for a Biiialie' *^ 
England ; and courted Queen Caroline and Sir Robert Walpole to 



feet such a change. A negotiation had nearly taken place 

the Dean and a Mr. Talbot, for the living of Burfield, in Berlati''y 

Mr. Talbot himfielr informed meofthiii negotiation. Burfield * ^,* 

the neighbourhood of Buckkbury, Lord BoIingbi'oke*s seatt 

Warton". 
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And find his honour in a pound, 
Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 
Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green: 
How should I thrust myself between ? 
Some wag observes me thus perplex'd. 
And, smiling, whispers to the next, 
*' 1 thought the Dean had been too pron d, 
To justle here among a crowd I" 
Another, in a surly fit, ^ 
Tells me I have more seal than wit, 
" So eager to express your love. 
You ne'er consider whom you shove. 
But rudely press before a duke." 
I own, Vm pleas'd with this rebuke^ 
And take it kindly meant, to show 
What I desire the world should know, 

I get a whisper, and withdraw; 
When twenty fools I never saw. 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd. 
Desiring I would stand theii* friends 

This humbly offers me his case — 
That begs my interest for a place — 
A hundred other men's affairs. 
Like bees, are humming in my ears. 
" To-moiTOW my appeal comes on. 
Without your help, the cause is gone — " 
The duke expects my lord and you. 
About some great affair at two — 
" Put my Lord Bolingbreke in mind. 
To get my warrant quickly sign'd : 
Consider, 'tis my first request" — 
Be satisfy 'd, I'll do my best : 
Then presently he falls to teaze, 
"' You may for certain, if you please ; 
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I doubt not, if his lordship kuew — 
And, Mr. Dean, one word from you — ^"* 

'Tis (let me see) three years and more, 
(October next it will be four) 
Since Harley bid me first attend,! 
And chose me for an humble friend ; 
Would take me in his coach to chat» 
And question me of this and that ; 
As "What's o'clock?" And, "How's the wind?' 
" Whose chariot's that we left beliiod ?'* 
Or gravely try to read the lines 
Writ underneath the country signs \^ 

* Very happily tunied from ** Si vis pot«9."— Dr. Waxtoit. 

f The rise and progress of Swift's intimacy with Lord Ogtati '* 
minutely detailed in his very interesting Journal to Stella. And the 
reasons why a man, that senred a ministry so efiectually, was m ttf- 
diiy, and so difficultly, and so poorly rewarded, are well explained ii 
8heridan*8 Life of SwifL, and arose principally from the insupenik 
aversion the queen had conceived to the author of a Tale of a TdbM 
a profane book ; whioh aversion was kept alive, and increased by ttt 
Duchess of Somerset, against whom Swift had written « sevcs^lw 
poon. It appears from this life, that Lords Oxford and BtfUnghlriy 
always kept concealed from Swift their inability to serve faiok *^0f$ ^ 
of the most common artifices of ministers and great men ia tMLiillii 
in their setvice those whom they cannot reward, and '* ipe piMpt 
inani;"— for year after year. With whatever secrets Swift atft 
have been trusted, ft does not appear he knew any thing of m duip 
to bring in the pretender. Swift was a true whig. His political pnB- 
ciples are amply unfolded in an excellent letter written to Popei !••• 
20, 1721 : and indeed they had been sufficiently displaj^ed, 
years before, iu The Sentiments of a Church of England Maa ; 
tise replete with strong sense, sound principles, and clear 

Dr. Wabmb. 

\ Another of their amusements in these excursions consisted i& I^ 
Oxford and Swift's counting the poultry on the road, and which efcr 
reckoned thirty-one first, or saw a cat, or an old w<mian, woo lh> 
game. Boliugbroke overtaking them one day in their road to WiaA 
sor, got into Lord Oxford's coach, and began some political coowii 
tlon ; Lord Oxford s?.id, ** Si« \^, I am up ; there is a cat." BoUnf' 
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Or, ** Have joa DothiBg new to day 
"* From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gaj ?" 
Such tattle oileo eotertaios 
Mj lord and me as far as Staines, 
As once a week we travel down, 
To Windsor, and again to town. 
Where all that paases mier nw 
Mi^t be proclaimed at Charing croM. 
Tet some I know with envy swell, 
Because they see me usM so well : 
'* How think yoii of our friend the Dean ? 
I wonder what some people mean ! 
My lord and he are grown so great, 
Always together, tite-drtiU ; 
What ! they admire him for his jokes ? — 
See but the fortune of some folks i*' 
There flies about a strange report 
Of some express arriv'd at court : 
Vm stqip^d by all the fools I meet. 
And catechb'd in every street. 
. .^, You, Mr. Dean, frequent the great : 
Infarm us, will the emperor treat ? 
Or do the prints and papers lie ?" 
Faith, sir, you know as much as I. 
^ Ah, Doctor, how you love to jest ! 
*11b now no secret" — I protest 
1Kb one to me — *^ Then tell us^ pray, 
When are the troops to have their pay ?' ' 
And, though I solemnly declare 
I know no more than my lord mayor, 

i^vai duKneted with this levity, and went agaka ioto isewn 
Biifie. Thiswai 

— — ** Nugari et diiciacti ladere** 
•fttwitnoB. Dr.WABT<K«. 
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They stand amaz'd, and thiuk me growto 
The closest mortal ever known. 

Thus in a sea of follj tost, 
My choicest hours of life are lost^ 
Yet always wishing to retreat, 
O, could I see my country seat ! 
There leaning near a gentle brook, 
Sleep, or peruse some ancient book ; 
And there in sweet oblivion drown 
Tliose caves that haunt the coiurt and towo.* 












THE AUTHOR UPON HIMSELF. 17.15. 

[A few of the first lines are wanting.] 

-'9 •»##### O ## * * 

* # * -Qj an old pursued, 

A crazy prelate,f and a royal prude ;J 
By dull divines, who look with envious eyes 
On every genius that attempts to rise ; 
And pausing o'er a pipe, with doubtful nod. 
Give hints, that poets ne'er believe in God. 

* Thus far was trani^lated by Dr. Swift in 1714. The rOBBilbl 
Ijart of the ode was afterward added by Mr. Pope : in whow Wflrti 
the whole is printed See Dr. Warton's edition, vol. vi. p. 13L N* 

f Dr. John Shiiri)o, who, for some unbecoming reflectioni in Ul 
sermonf, had been suspended May 14, If^, was raised fVnin tic 
deanery of Canterbury to the arclihishoprick of York, July A, 1601 { 
and died Feb. 2, 1712-13. According to Dr. Swift's account, the irch* 
bishop had represented him to the quoen as a person that was not i 
Chrii-tian ; a great lad}' had supported the aspersion ; and the quecA 
upon such assurances had givpn away a bishopric contrary to her Wfr 
|e8ty*8 first intentions [which were in favour of Swift. J Orrirt^ f 

X Queen Anne. II 
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rns 00 scholars as on wizards look, 
ike a folio for a conjuring book. 

I had the sin of wit, no venial crime ; 

^ affirmed, he sometimes dealt in rhyme ; 

jQ- and mirth had place in all he writ ; 

micii'd divinity and wit : 

v'd and bow'd, and talkM with too much graee ; 

ow'd the parson in his ^t or face ; 

'd luxurious wines and costly meat ; 

II was at the tables of the great ; 

^nted lords; saw these that saw the queen,* 
Id's or Trubj's never once had been ; 
town and countiy vicars flock in tril)es, 
1 by numbers from the laymen's gibes ; 
^al in vices of the graver sort, 
M, censure, coffee, pride, and port. 
, after sage monitions from his friends, 
tents to employ for nobler ends ; 
ter judgments willing to submit, 
m to politics his dangerous wit. 
now, the public interest to support* 
irley Swift invited comes to court ; 
Nir grows with ministers of state ; 
ted private, when superiors wait : 
[arley, not asham'd his choice to own, 
him to Windsor in his coach alone. 
odsor Swift oo sooner can appear, 
:. John comes and whispers in his ear : 
aiters stand in ranks; the yeomen ciy, 
room, as if a duke were passing by. 
r Finch** alarms the lords : he hears for certKb 
langerous priest is got behind the curtainw 

* The Barl of Kotliagbsm. H. 
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Fiocli^ fam'd for tedious elocution, proves 

That Swift oils many a spring which Harley mores 

Walpolc and Aislabie,"^ to clear the doubt, 

Inform the commons, that the secret's out : 

** A certain Doctor is obscrv'd of late 

To haunt a certain minister of state : 

From whence with half an eye we may discover 

The peace is macie, and Ferkin must come over." 

York is from I^mbeth sent, to show the queen 
A dangerous treatisef writ against the spleen ; 
Which, by tlie style, the matter, and the di-ift, 
'Tis thought could be the work of none but Swift. 
Poor York! the harmless tool of otliers' hate; 
He sues for pardon,| and repents too late. 

Now, angry Somerset? her vengeance vowb 
On Swift's rrproaches for her ******* spouse : 
From her red locks her mouth with venom fillip 
And thence into the royal ear instils. 
The queen incens'd, his services forgot. 
Leaves him a victim to the vengeful Scot.|| 
Now through the realm a proclamation spreadi . 
To (ix a price on his <levoted head,** 
While innocent, he scorns ignoble flight ; 
His watchful friends preserve him by a sleight. 

By Ilarley's favour once again he shines; 
Is DOW caress'd by candidate divines, 
Who change opinions with the changing scene : 
Lord ! how were they mistaken in the Deanl 

« They both spoke againtt bim in the House of ComBOOii B 
t Talc of a Tub. H, 

I He Beat a Bieisage, to ask Swift^s pardon. H. 
( Sec the Windsor Prophecy, p. 92. N. 

II The Duke of Argyll. H. 

For writing " The PubUc Spirit of the Wbigi." H. 
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ow Belaw&r^ again familiar grows ; 
od in Swift's ear thrusts half his powdered nose. 
he Scottish nation, whom he durst offend, 
gain apply that Swift would be their friend.! 
By faction tir'd, with grief he waits a whde, 
is great contending friends to reconcile, 
erforms what friendship, justice, truth require - 
Tiat could he more, but decently retire ? 



THE FAGGOT. 

fRITTEN WHIN THE MINISTRY WERl AT YAKIANCE. 

1713. 

)BSERYE the dying father speak : 
Try, lads, can you this bundle break ? 
Ihen bids the youngest of the six 
like up a well-bound heap of sticks. 
Dmj thought it was an old man's maggot; 
Kid strove by turns to break the faggot : 
byaiD; the complicated wands 
Were much too strong for all their hands. 
Bee, said the sire, how soon 'tis done : 
Vhen took and broke them one by one. 
So strong you'll be, in friendidup tied ; 
So quickly broke, if you divide. 
Keep close then, boys, and never quarrel : 
Bere ends the fable, and the moral. 

This tale may be apply'd in few words 
To treasurers, comptrollers, stewards ; 

* Then lord treasurer of the household, wlio cautiously avoided 
Virift while the proclamation was impending. H* 
f He was visited by the Scotch lords more than ever. H. 
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Aod others, who id solemn sort, 

Appear with ^lender \rands at court; 

Not firmly joiu'd to keep their ground. 

But lashing one another round : 

While wise men think they ought to fight 

With quartej-stafTs instead of white; 

Or constable with staff of peace, 

Should come and make the clattering cease ; 

Which now disturbs the queen and court, 

And g^ves tlie wliigs and rabble sport. 

In history we never found 
The consul's fasces were unbound : 
Those Romans w ere too wise to think on't, 
Except to lash some grnnd delinquent. 
How would thtj blush to hear it said, 
The praetor broke lie consul's head ! 
Or consul, in his purple srown. 
Came up, and knock'd the praetor down ! 

Come, courtiers : every man his stick ! 
Lord treasurer, for once be quick : 
And that they may the closer cling, 
Take your blue ribbon for a string. 
Come, trimming llarcourt,* bring vour mace 
And squeeze it in, or quit your place : 
Despatch, or else that rascal Northeyf 
Will undertake to do it for thee : 
And be assur'd, the court will find him 
Prepar'd to leap o'er sticks, or bind them. 

To make the bundle strong and safe, 
Great Ormond, lend thy general's staff: 
And, if the crosier could be cratum'd in, 
A fig for Lcchmere, King, and Hambdcn! 

Lord chinccllor. H. 

f Sir £d^ard jNorthey, attorney general. H. 
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ooH then defy the strongest whig 
^th both his hands to beod a twig; 
hough with united strength they all puN, 
rom Somen, down to Craggs and Walpole. 



CATULLUS DE LESBIA/ 

Lesbia jfor ever on me rails, 
To talk of me she never fails. 
Now, hang me but for all her art, 
I find, that I have gain'd her heart. 
My proof is this : I plainly see, 
The case is just the same with me ; 
I curse her every hour sincerely. 
Yet, hang me, but I love her dearly. 



)N A CURATE'S COMPLAINT OF ILVRD 

DUTY. 

I xarch'd three miles through scorching sane). 
With zeal in heart, and notes in hand : 
I rode four more to Great St. Mary, 
Using four legs, when two were weary : 
To three fair viigins I did tie men. 
In the close bands of pleasing Hymen : 
I dipp'd two babes in holy water, 
And purify'd their mother after. 

* Le4)ia mi dicit semper male; nee tacet unquam 
J)e me. Lesbia me, dispeream, disi amat. 
Qoo sigoo [' quia sunt totidem mea : deprecor illam 
Asidud ; renmi, dispeream, nisi amo. 
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Within an hour and eke a half, 

I preach'd three cougregations deaf; 

Where thundering out, Tvith lungs longwinded, 

I chopp'd so fast, that few there minded. 

My emblem, the laborious sun, 

Saw all these mighty labours done 

Before one race of his was run. 

All this perform'd by Robert Hewit : 

What mortal else could e'er go through it! 



EPIGRAM. 



FR03I THE FRENCH.'^ 




Who can believe with common sense, 
A bacon slice gives God olTcnce ; 
Or, how a herring has a charm 
Almighty vengeance to disarm? 
Wrapp'd up in majesty divine. 
Does he regard on what we dine ? 

^' A FreDch gentleman diDing wlUi some companj oa a hMt^tl 
called for some bacoD and eggs. The rest were very angiy, and !»• 
proved Iiiiii for so heinous a sin : whereupon lie wrote tiiC filUovliC 
JiAes cxtemi^ore ; wiiich are translated above : 

Prut on croire aver, bon sens 

Qu-un lardoa le mit en col^re^ 
On, que manner un hartn*;, 

CV-el un «Oi'.:ct poi:r lui plairc? 
FiH SI 'zloire envelope*, 

•<nn?!.--*-;i liicB d^; no3 so'.ip6s? H. 
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IV^RITTEN AT WINDSOR, 1713. 

shepherds aud the nymphs irere seeL' 
ing before the Cjprian queeo. 
ouosel for the fair be^o, 
ing the false creature Man. 
)rief with weighty crimes was charged, 
hich the pleader much eclarg'd ; 
Cupid now has lost his art, 
unts the point of every dart ; — 
Itar now do longer smokes, 
lother's aid no youth invokes : 
tempts frcetliicjkers to refine, 
>ring in doubt their powers diviue ; 
love is dwindled to intrigue, 
oarriase grown a money league; 
!i crimes aforesaid (with her leave) 
(as he hiinihly did conceive) 
ist our sovereign lady's peace, 
ist the statute in that case, 
ist lier di:;nitv and crown; 
pray'd au answer, and sat down, 
e nymphs \rith scorn beheld lheij*focs: 
\ the defendant's? counsel rose, 
what no lawyer ever lacked, 
impudence own'd all the fact ; 
what the gentlest heart would vex, 
all the fault on t otiier sex. 

]i9 is thought to be one or Dr. Swift^s correctest pieces, lis 
Qerit, iQde<Hl, is tlie elegant e.ise with which a itory, but ill 
ve4 in itscif, is told. Goldsmito. 
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That modern love is no such thing 
As what those ancient poets sing ; 
A fire celestial, chaste, refin'd, 
Conceiv'd and kindled in the mind ; 
Which, having found an equal flame, 
Unites, and both become the same, 
In different breasts together burn, 
Together both to ashes turn. 
But women now feel no such fire, 
And only know the gross desu*e. 
Their passions move in lower spheres. 
Where'er caprice or folly steers, 
A dog, a paiTot, or an ape, 
Or.some worse brute in human shape^ 
Engross the fancies of the fair, 
The few soft moments they can spaie^ 
From visits to receive and pay ; 
Prom scandal, politics, and play ; 
From fans, and flounces, and brocades. 
From equipage and park pai-ades, 
From all the thousand female toys. 
From every trifle that employs 
The out or inside of their heads, 
Between their toilets and their beds. 

In a dull stream, which moving slow, 
You hardly see the current flow ; 
If a small breeze obstiuct the course. 
It whirls about, for want of force. 
And in its narrow circle gathers 
jVothing but chaff, and straws, and feathers. 
The current of a female mind 
Stops thus, and turns with every wind ; 
Thus whirling round together draws 
Fools, fops, and rakes, for chaff and straws. 



I 
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Hence we conclude, no women's hearts 
Are won by virtue, wit, and parts : 
Xor are the men of sense to blame, 
For breasts incapable of flame ; 
The fault must on the njmplis be plac'd^ 
Grown so corrupted in their taste. 

The pleader, havins^ spoke his best. 
Had witness ready to attest. 
Who fairly could on oath depose, 
When questions on the fact arose, 
That ever>' article wag true ; 
Nor farther those deponents knew : 
Therefore he humbly would insist, 
TliP bill miglit be with costs dismiss'd. 
The cause appear d of so much weight. 
That Venus, from her judgment seat, 
Desir'd them not to talk so loud. 
Else she must interpose a cloud ; 
For, if the heavenly folks should know 
These pleadinss in the coiurts below, 
That mortals here disdain to love, 
She ne'er could show her face above ; 
For gods, their betters, are too wise 
To value that which men despise. 
And then, said she, my son and I 
Must stroll in air, 'twixt land and sky ; 
Or else, shut out from Heaven and earth, 
Fly to the sea, my place of birtli ; 

There live, with daggled mermaids pent, 

And keep on fish perpetual Lent. 
But, since the case appear'd so nice, 

She thought it best to take advice. 

The Muses, by the king^s permission, 

Though foes to love, attend the session. 
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And on the right hand took thtir places 
In order ; on the left, the Graces : 
To ^Thom she might her doubts propose 
On all emer«;eucics that i*ose. 
The Muses oft were seen to frown ; 
The Graces half asham'd look down ; 
And 'twas observ'd, there were but few 
Of either sex aniou^ the crew, 
"Wliom she or her assessors knew. 
The goddess soon began to see 
Things wore not ripe for a decree ; 
And said, she must consult her books, 
The lovers' Fletas, Bractons, Cokes. 
First to a dapper clerk she beckon'd 
To turn to Ovid, book the second : 
She then referr'd them to a place 
In Virgil, vide Dido's case : 
As for Tibullus's reports, 
They never pass'd for law in courts : 
For Cowley's briefs, and pleas of Waller, 
Still their authority was smaller. 

There was on both sides much to say : 
Slie'd hear the cause another day. 
And so she did ; and then a third 
She heard it — there she kept her word : 
But, with rejoinders or replies, 
Long bills, and answers stuflTd with lies, 
Demur, imparlance, and cssoign. 
The parties ne'er could issue join : 
For sixteen years the cause was spun, 
And then stood where it first begun. 

Now, gentle Clio, sing, or say. 
What Venus meaut by this delay. 
The goddess much perplex'd in mind 
To see her empire thus dcclb'd ; 
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When first this grand debate arose, 
Above her wisdom to compose, 
CoDceiy'd a project in her head 
To work her euds; which, if it spec^ 
Would show the merits of the cause 
Far better than coosuUiug laws. 

In a ;:Iad hour Lucina's aid 
Produced ou eartli a Afoudrous maid, 
On whom the Queen of Love was beat 
To try a new experiment. 
She threw her law books on the sbcl^ 
And thus debated with herself. 

Since men allege, llicy ne'er can find 
Those beauties in a female mind, 
Which raise a flame that will endure 
Forever uncomipt and pure: 
If 'lis with reason they complain, 
This infant shall restore my reign. 
I'll search where every virtue dwells, 
From courts inclusive down to cells : 
What preachers talk, or sages write ; 
These I will gather and unite. 
And represent them to mankind 

Collected in that infant's mind. 
This said, she plucks in Heaven's high bo>rerg 

A sprig of amaranthine flowers. 

In nectar thrice infuses bays, 

Three times refin'd in Titan's ravs 

Then calls the Graces to her aid, 

And sprinkles thrice the newborn maid : 

From whence the tender skin assumes 

A sweetness above all perfumes : 

From whence a cleanliness remains, 

'ocapable of outward stains : 
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From whence that decency of mind. 

So lovelj in the female kind, 

Where not one careless thought intrudes, 

Less modest than the speech of prudes ; 

Where never blush vras call'd in aid, 

That spurious virtue in a maid, 

A virtue but at second-hand ; 

They bhish, because they understand. 

The Graces next would act their par^j 
And show'd but little of their art ; 
Their work was half already done, 
The child with native beauty shone; 
The outward form no help requir'd ; 
£ach, breathing on her thrice, inspired 
That gentle, soft, engaging air, 
Which in old times adorn'd the fair : 
And said, " Vanessa be tlie name 
^* By which thou shalt be known to fame : 
" Vanessa, by the gods cnroll'd ; 
" Her name on earth sliall not be told." 

But still the work was not complete ; 
When Venus thought on a deceit. 
Drawn by her doves, away she flies, 
And finds out Pallas in the skies. 
Dear Pallas, I have been this morn 
To see a lovely infant born ; 
A boy in yonder isle below, 
So like my own without his bow, 
By beauty could your heart be won, 
You'd swear it is Apollo's son : 
But it shall ne'er be said, a child 
So hopeful has by me been spoil'd : 
I have enough beside to spare. 
And give him wholly to your care. 
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Wisdom's above suspecUog wiles : 
The Q^eeo of Learning; gravely smiles 
DowD from Olympus comes with joy, 
Mistakes Vanessa for a boy; 
Then sows within her tender mind 
Seeds long unknown to womankind ; 
For manly bosoms chiefly fit. 
The seeds of knowledge, judgment, wit 
Her soul was suddenly endued 
With justice, truth, and fortitude; 
With honour, which no breath can staiq. 
Which malice must attack in vain ; 
With open heart and bounteous hand, 
But Pallas here was at a stand. 
She knew, in our degenerate days, 
Bare virtue could not live on praise; 
That meat must be with money bought, 
She therefore, upon second thought, 
Iniiis'd, yet as it were by stealth, 
Some small regard for state and wealth ; 
Of which, as she grew up, there staid 
\. tincture in the prudent maid : 
he manag'd her estate with care, 
'et likM three footmen to her chair, 
at, lest he should neglect his studies 
ke a young heir, the thrifty goddess 
yr fear young master should be spoiPd) 
luld use him like a younger child; 
1, after long computing, foimd 
'onld come to just five thousand pound, 
lie Q^een of Love was pleas'd, and proud, 
ee Vanessa thus endowM : 
doubted not but such a dame 
ugh every breast would dart a flame ; 

G 2 
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That every rich and lordly swain 
With pride would drag about her chain ; 
That scholars would forsake their books. 
To study bright Vanessa's looks ; 
As she adranc'd, that womankind 
Would by her model form their mind, 
And all their conduct would be try'd 
By her, as an unerring guide ; 
Offending daughters oft would hcai 
Vanessa's praise rung in their ear : 
WisB Betty, when she does a fault, 
Lets fall her knife, or spills the salt. 
Will thus be by her mother chid, 
" 'Tis what Vanessa never did !" 
Thus by the nymphs and swains ador'U. 
My power shall be again restor'd, 
And happy lovers bless ray reign — 
So Venus hop'd, but hop'd in vain. 

For when in lime the Martial Maid 
Found out tlie trick that Venus play'd, 
She shakes her helm, she knits her brow?: 
And, firM uilh indignation, vows, 
To-morrow, ere the setting sun, 
She'd all undo that she had done- 

But in the poets we may find 
A wholesome law, time out of mind, 
Had been confirmed by Fates' decree. 
That gods, of whatsoe'er degree, 
Resume not what themselves have given, 
Or any brother god in Heaven : 
Wliich keeps the peace among the gods, 
Or they must always be at odds: 
And Pallas, if she broke the laws, 
Must 5 ield her foe the stronger cause ^ 
A shame to one so much ador'd 
For w]S\k)m at Jove's council board. 
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she feared the Queen of Love 
Would meet with better friends above. 
And though she must with grief reflect. 
To see a mortal virgin deck'd 
With graces hitherto unknown 
To female breasts, except her own : 
Tet she would act as best became 
A goddess of unspotted fame. 
She knew, by augury divine^ 
Venus would fail in her design : 
She studi'd well the point, and found 
Her foe's conclusions were not sound? 
From premises erroneous brought. 
And therefore the deduction's naught, 
And must have contrary effects, 
To what her treacherous foe expects. 

In proper season Pallas meets 
The Queen of Love, whom tlius she greets 
(For gods, we are by Homer told. 
Can in celestial language scold) 
Perfidious goddess ! but in vaiu 
You form'd this project in your brain; 
A project for tliy talents fit. 
With much deceit and little wit. 
Thou hast, as thou shalt quickly see, 
Deceived thyself, instead of me : 
For how can heavenly wisdom prove 
An instrument to eartlily love ? 
Know'st thou not yet, that men commence 
Thy votaries, for want of sense? 
^or shall Vanessa be the theme 
1o manage thy aboriivc scheme ; 
She'll prove the greatest of thy foes ; 
Aad yet I scorn to interpose, 
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But, using neither skill nor force, 
Leave all things to their natural courseip 

The goddess thus pronounc'd her doom : 
When lo ! Vanessa in her bloom 
Advanced, like Atalanta's star, 
But rai'ely seen, and seen from far : 
In a new world with caution stepp'4» 
Watch'd all the company she kept, 
Well knowing, from the books she read, 
What dangerous paths young virgins tread : 
Would seldom at the Park appear, 
Nor saw the playhouse twice a year ; 
Yet, not incurious, was inclined 
To know the converse of mankind. 

First issued from perfumers' shops^ 
Jl crowd of fashionable fops : 
They ask'd her, how she lik'd the play ; 
Then told the tattle of the day; 
A duel fought last night at two. 
About a lady — you know who: 
Mentioned a new Italian, come 
Either from Muscovy or Rome ; 
Gave hints of who and who's together; 
Then fell to talking of the weather ; 
Last night was so extremely jfine, 
The ladies walk'd till after nine ; 
Then, in soft voice and speech ab6ur(|, 
With nonsense every second word. 
With fustian from exploded playa, 
They celebrate her beauty's praise j 
Run o'er their cant of stupid liea^ 
And tell the murders of her eyesii 
With silent scorn Vanessa sat* 
-Seavce listening to their idle cbat'^ 
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Farther than sometimes by a frown, 
When thej grew pert, to pull them down. 
At last she spitefully was bent 
To try their wisdom's full extent ; 
And said, she valuM nothing less 
Than titles, fi;s:ure, shape, and dress; 
That merit should be chiefly plac'd 
In judgment, knowledge, wit, and taste ; 
And these, she ofTer'd to dispute, 
Alone distinguish^ man from brute : 
That present times have no pretence 
To virtue, in the noble sense 
By Greeks and Romans understood. 
To pei-ish for our country's good. 
She nam'd the ancient heroes round, 
Explain'd for what they were renown'd ; 
Then spoke with censure or applause 
Of foreign customs, rites, and laws ; 
Through nature and through art she rang'd, 
And gracefully her subject chang'd ; 
In vain ! her hearers had no share 
In all she spoke, except to stare. 
Their judgment was, upon the whole^ 
r-That lady is the dullest soul ! — 
Then tipp'd their forehead in a jeer, 
As who should say — She wants it here ! 
She may be handsome, young, and rich^ 
. But none will burn her for a witch ! 
A party next of glittering dames, 
From round the purlieus of St. James, 
Came early, out of pure good will. 
To see the girl in dishabille. 
Their clamour, 'lighting from their chairi^;, 
ibew louder all the way up stairs ; 
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At entrance loudest, where they found 

The room viiih volumes litter'd round. 

Vanessa held Montaigne, and read. 

While Mrs. Susan comb'd her head. 

They call'd for tea and chocolate 

And fell into their usual chat. 

Discoursing with important face, 

On ribands, fans, and gloves, and lace ; 

ShowM patterns just from India brought, 

And gravely ask'd her what she thouglvf. 

Whether the red or green were best. 

And what they cost ! Vanessa guess'dy 

As came into her fancy first ; 

Nam'd half the rates, and lik'd the woi-st. 

To scandal next — ^Wliat awkward thing 

Was that last Sunday in the ring ! 

I'm sorry Mopsa breaks so fast : 

I said her face would never last. 

Corinna, with that youthful air. 

Is thuty, and a bit to spare : 

Her fondness for a certain earl 

Began when I was but a girl ! 

Phillis, who but a month ago 

Was marry'd to the Tunbridge beau, 

I saw co(!uettiug t'other night 

In public with that odious knight ! 

They rally 'd next Vanessa's dress : 
That gown was made for old queen Be^. 
Dear madam, let me see your head 
Don'i you intend to put on red ? 
A petticoat without a hoop ! 
Sure, you are not ashamM to stoop f 
With handsome garters at your knees, 
T^o matter what a fellow sees. 




cade:?7us and vaxessa. i3^ 

I irith disdain, with rage iDflam'd. 

herself aud sex ashamVl, 

mph stood sileut out of spite. 

uld vouchsafe to set them righi. 

he fair detractors went, 

ve by turns their censures vent, 

)t so hand^tQie in my ejes : 

» I wonder where it iies ! 

if and clean, and that's the mosr 

Y proclaim her for a toast ? 
face ; no life, no airs, 

it she learned at country fairs ; 
vnows what difference is between 
anders lace and Colberteea. 
?rtake, m j little Nancy 
ces has a better fancy ; 
I her wit, I would not ask 
gment how to buy a mask. 
Z'd her but to patch her face, 
er hit one proper place ; 
jverj" girl at five years old 
as soon as she is told. 
hat out of fashion stulT 
3 the ci cat lire well enough. 
I might pars, if we could get her 

V the world a little better. 

w the vorKl I a modern phrase 
ts, ombre, balls, and plays.) 
to the world's pei-petual bhame. 
een of Beautv lost her aim: 
i with grief she understood, 
ad done more harm than good ; 
It examples are but vain, 
enoraace be^ts disdaio. 
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Both 86X68, arm'd with ^ilt and 8pite>. 
A|i;ain8t Vanessa's power unite : 
To copy her few nymplis aspir'd : 
Her virtues fewer swains adniir'd. 
So stars, beyond a certain height, 
Give mortals neither heat nor light. 

Tet some of either ses, endow'd 
With gifts superior to the crowd. 
With virtue, knowledge, taste, and wit, 
She condescended to admit : 
With pleasing arts she could reduce 
Men's talents to their proper use ; 
And with address each genius held 
To that whei-ein it most excell'd ; 
Thus, making others' wisdom known, 
Could please them, and improve her own. 
\ modest youth said something new ; 
She plac'd it in the strongest view. 
All humble worth she strove to raise ; 
Would not be prais'd, yei lovM to praise^ 
The learned met with free approach, 
Although they came not in a coach : 
Some clergy too she would allow, 
Nor quanePd at their awkward bow ; 
But this was for Cadenus' sake, 
A gownman of a different make : 
Whom Pallas once, Vanessa's tutor, 
Had fix'd on for her coadjutor. 

But Cupid, full of mischief, longd 
To vindicate his mother's wrongs* 
On Pallas all attempts are vain : 
One way he knows to give her pain J 
Vows on Vanessa's heart to take 
Due vengeance, for her patron's sake-; 
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Those early seeds by Venus sowd, 

[n spite of Pallas, now were grown ; 

Lnd Cupid hopM they would improve 

By time, and ripen into love. 

The boy made use of all his craft, 

[n vain discharging many a shaft. 

Pointed at colonels, lords, and beaux : 

uadenus warded off the blows; 

For, placing still some book betwixt, 

Fbe darts wci-e in the cover fix'd, 

3r, often blunted and recoiPd, 

3d Plutarcirs Morals struck, were spoii'd. 

The Queen of Wisdom could foresee, 
But not prevent, the Fates' decree : 
ILnd human caution tries in vain 
Fo break that adamantine chain. 
Vauessa, though by Pallas taught, 
By liove invulnerable thought. 
Searching in books for wisdom's aid, 
ifas, iu the very search, betray'd. 

Cupid, though all his darts were lost, 
f et still resolv'd to spare no cost : 
Be could not answer to his fame 
The triumphs of that stubborn dame, 
k nymph so hard to be subdued, 
Who neither was co(|uet nor prude. 
I find, said he, she wants a doctor, 
Both to adore her, and instruct her ; 
ril give her what she most admires^ 
Among those venerable sires. 
Cadenus is a subject fit. 
Grown old in politics and wit, 
Caress'd by ministers of state, 
Of half mankind the dread and hate. 
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Whatc'er vexations love attend, 
She needs no rivals apprehend. 
Her sey, with universal voice, 
Must laugh at her capricious choice. 

Cadenus many tilings had writ 
Vanessa much esteem'd his wit. 
And call'd for his poetic works : 
Mean time the boy in secret lurks ; 
And, while the book was in her hand. 
The urchin from iiis private stand 
Took aim, and shot with all his strength 
A dart of such prodigious length, 
It plerc'd the feeble volume through, 
And deep transfix'd her bosom too. 
Some lines, more moving than the rest, 
Stuck to the point that pierc'd her breast. 
And, borne directly to the heart. 

With pains unknown, incrcas'd lier smart. 
Vanessa, not in years a score, 

Dreams of a «rown of foiiy-four ; 

Inia«:inarv charms can find 

In eyes witii reading almost blind : 

Cadenus now no more appears 

Declin'd in health, advnnc'd in years. 

She fancies music in his tongue ; 

Nor farther looks, but tliiuks him yoUug. 

WHiat mariner is not afrai*! 

To venture in a ship decayed ? 

What pl?\utcr will attrmpt to yoke 

A sapling with a falling oak ? 

As yeius increase, she hr'{:htcr jshines 1* 

Cadenus with e.^ch day declines: 

And he must fall a i)rey to time, 

While she coutiuues io Iter prime. 
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adenus, common forms apart, 
very scene bad kept his heart ; 
I sighM and lauguish'd, vo>?'d and writ, 
pastime, or to show his wit, 
books, and time, and state affairs, 
I spoiFd his fashionable airs : 
Qow could praise, esteem, approve, 
understood not what was love, 
conduct might have made him styUd 
ither, and the nymph his child* 
t innocent delight he took 
see the virgin mind her book, 
but the master's secret joj 
:hool to hear the finest boy. 
knowledge with her fancy grew 5 
hourly pressed for something new ; 
s came into her mind 
ist, his lessons lagg'd behind ; 
reasoned, without plodding long, 
ever gave her judgment wrong, 
now a sudden change was wrought : 
minds no longer what he taught, 
enus was amaz'd, to find 
1 marks of a distracted mind : 
though she seem'd to listen more 
ill he spoke, than e'er before, 
bund her thoughts would absent range, 
guess'd not whence could spring the change, 
first he modestly conjectures 
pupil miglit be tir'd with lectures^ 
ch help'd to mortify his pride, 
gave him not the heart to chide : 
in a miM dejected strain, 
ast he ventured to complain : 
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Said, she should be no longer teaz'd, 

Might have her freedom when she pleas'd : 

Was now convinc'd he acted wrong 

To hide her from the world so long) 

And in dull studies to engage 

One of her tender sex and age : 

That every nymph with envy own'd, 

How she might shine in the gramie mondc; 

And every shepherd was undone 

To see her cloister'd like a nun. ♦ 

This was a visionary scheme ; 

He wak'd, and found it but a dream ; 

A project far above his skill ; 

For nature must be nature still. 

If he were bolder than became 

A scholar to a courtly dame, 

She might excuse a man of letters : 

Thus tutors often treat their betters-: 

And, since his talk offensive grew, 

He came to take his last adieu. 

Vanessa, fiU'd with just disdain, 
Would still her dignity maintain, 
Instmcted from her early years 
To scorn the art of female tears. 

Had he employ'd his time so long 
To teach her what was right and wrong ; 
Tet could such notions entertain 
That all his lectures urre in vain ? 
She ov n'd the wandering of her thoughts ; 
But ho must answer for her faults. 
She well remembcr'd, to her cost. 
That all his lessons were not lost. 
Two mixims she could still produce. 
And sad experience taught their use ; 
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That Tirtue, pleased by being showo, 
Kjiows DOthicg which it dares not own ; 
Can make us without fear discloBe 
Our inmost secrets to our foes : 
That common forms were not designed 
Directors to a noble mind. 
Now, said the nyraph, to let you see 
My actions with jour rules agree ; 
That I can vulgar forms despise. 
And have no secrets to disguise : 
I knew, bj what you said and writ. 
How dangerous things were men of wit^ 
Tou cautionM me agidnst their charms^ 
But never gave me equal arms ; 
Tour lessons found the weakest part, 
AimM at the head, but reach'd the heart, 

Cadeuus felt within him rise 
Shame, disappointment, guilt, surprise. 
He knew not how to reconcile 
Such language with her usual style : 
And yet lier words were so expressed, 
He could not hope she spoke in jest. 
Kb thought had wholly been confin'd 
To form and cultivate her mind. 
He hardly knew, till he was told, 
IHiether the njmph were young or old; 
Had met her in a public place, 

Without distinguishing her face : 

Much less could his declining age 

Yanessa's earliest thoughts engage ; 

Aad, if her youth indifTerence met, 

Ss person must contempt beget : 

Or, grant her passion be sincere. 

How shall bis iBnoceace be dear ? 
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Appearances were all so strong, 
The world must think him in the wrong 
Would say, he made a treacherous use 
Of wit, to flatter and seduce : 
The town would swear, he had betray'd 
!By magic spells the harmless maid : 
.A.nd every beau would have his jokes, 
That scholars were like other folks ; 
And, when Platonic flights were over. 
The tutor turn'd a mortal lover ! 
So tender of the young and fair ! 
It show'd a tiue paternal care — 
Five ihousaud guineas in her purse ! 
The doctor might have fancy *d worse. — 

Hardly at Icuglh he silence broke. 
And faltcr'd every word he spoke : 
intorj-icting l«or complaisance, 
Just as a man .sans consequence^, 
She rallied well, he always knew : 
Her meaner now was something new ,• 
And what she spoke was in an air 
As serious as a tragic pla} er. 
But those who aim at ridicule 
Should /ix upon some certain ixile^ 
Which fauly hints they aie in jest, 
Else he must enter his protest : 
For, let a man be ne'er so wise, 
He may bo caught with sober lies ; 
A science whicli he never taught. 
And, to be free, was dearly l)ought ; 
For, take it in its proper light, 
'Tis just what coxcombs call a bite. 

But, not to dwell on t]ijiis:s muiutc^ 
YaueiKa fuiishM the dispute; 



CADEXUS AXD VANESSA. 143 

;ht weighty aipiments to prove 
reason was her guide io love. 
iQught he had himself described 
octrines when she first imbib'd ; 
he had planted, now was grown ; 
irtues she might call her own ; 
approves, as he dislikes, 
or contempt her fancy strikes. 
>ve, ill nature rooted hsi, 
(is us first, and leaves us last : 
&he likes him, admire not at her ; 
)yes herself, and that's tlie matter, 
was her tutor wont to praise 
geniuses of ancient davs ! 

7 ■ 

e authors be so oft had nam'd, 
earning, wit, and wisdom, fam'd) 
»truck Avith love, esteem, and awe, 
ersoris whom he never saw. 
»se Cadenus flourishM then, 
ust adore such godlike men. 
* Fhort volume could comprise 
lat was uitty, learu'd, and wise, 
would it be eptPcmM and read, 
ugh tlie wriier hinji were dead ! 
^h an mitliov were aiivc, 
all v.oi;!'! *'^r h\> fririidfcbip strive, 
ronv- in ciov tls to 5f f^ his iacr ! 
his >.hf; laKo?? to be her case, 
[ms fi.jr.iur? cvf-ry end, 
book, tlu* author, and llic friend ; 
utmost hf r d'sires wiil reach, 
t to learn \Uiat he can teach : 
inverse is a s}stem fit 
e to fill ap all her wit ; 
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While every passion of her mind 
In him is centred and confin'd. 

Love can with speech inspire a mut?, 
And taught Vanessa to dispute. 
This topic, never touch'd before, 
Display'd her eloquence the more : ' 
Her knowledge, witli such pains acquir'd, 
B7 this new passion gi*ew inspired ; 
Through this she made all objects pass 
Which gave a tincture o'er the mass; 
As rivers, though they bend and twine, 
Still to the sea their course incline ; 
Or, as philosophers, who find 
Some favourite system to their mind. 
In every point to make it fit. 
Will force all nature to submit* 

Cadenus, who could ne'er suspect 
His lessons would have such effect, 

Or be so artfully appli'd, 

Insensibly came on her side. 

It was an unforeseen event ; 

Things took a turn he never meant. 

W^hoe'er excels in what we prize. 

Appears a hero in our eyes : 

Each girl, when plcasM with what is taught, 

Will have tlie teacher in her thought. 

When miss delights in her spinet, 

A fiddler may a fortune get ; 

A blockhead with melodious voice, 

In boarding-schools may have his choice; 

And oft the dancing-master's art 

Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. 

In learaiiig let a nymph delight. 

The pedant gets a mistress by't. 
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Cadenus, to his grief and shame, 
Could scarce oppose Vanessa's flame; 
And, though her arguments were strong, 
At least could hardly wish them wrong. 
Howe'er it came, he could not tell, 
But sure she never talk'd so well. 
His pride began to interpose ; 
PreferrM before a crowd of beaus ! 
So bright a njmph to come unsought ! 
Such wonder by liis merit wrought ! 
*Tj8 merit must with her prevail ! 
He never knew her judgment fail ! 
She noted all she ever read ! 
And had a most discerning bead ! 

*Tis an old maxim in the schools. 
That flattery's the food of fools; 
Tet now and then your men of wii 
Will condescend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide, 
He chose to justify his pride ; 
Construing the passion he had shown^ 
Uuch to her praise, more to his own. 
Mature in him had merit plac'd, 
In her a most judicious taste. 
liove, hitherto a transient guests 
I^e'er held possession of his breast ; 
So long attending at the gate, 
I>i8dain'd to enter in so late..- 
liove why do we one passion call. 
Vnien 'tis a compoimd of them all ? 
Vniere hot and cold, where sharp and sweet, 
In all their equipages meet ; 
^Ifhere pleasures mix'd with pains appear. 
>w with joy, and hope with fear; 

VOL. X. H 
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Wherein his dignity and age 
Forbid Cadenus to engage. 
But friends])ip, in its greatest height, 
A constant, rational delight, 
On virtue's basis fix'd to last, 
When love allurements long are past, 
Which gently warms, but cannot burn, 
He gladly olTcrs in retuin ; 
His want of passion will redeem 
With gratitude, respect, esteem ; 
With that devotion we bestow. 
When goddesses appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entertains 
Vanessa in exalted strains. 
The nymph in sober words entreats 
A truce with all sublime conceits : 
For why such raptures, flights, and fancies, 
To her who durst not read romances ? 
In lofty style to make replies. 
Which he had taught her to despise ? 
But when her tutor will affect 
Devotion, duty, and respect. 
He fairly abdicates the throne ; 
The government is now her own ; 
He has a forfeiture incurred ; 
She vows to take him at his word, 
And hopes he will not think it strange, 
if both should now their stations change; 
The nymph will have her turn to be 
The tutor ; and the pupil, he : 
Though she already can discern 
Her scholar is not apt to learn ; 
Or wants capacity to reach 
The science she designs to teach : 
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Wherein his genius was below 
The skill of every common beau. 
Who, (hough he cannot spell, is wise 
Enough to read a lady's eyes, 
And will each accidental glance 
Interpret for a kind advance. 

But what success Vanessa met 
Is to the world a secret yet 
Whetlier the uymph, to please her swaiiv 
Talks in a high romantic strain; 
Or whether he at last descends 
To act with less seraphic ends ; 
Or, to compound the business, whether 
They temper love and books together; 
Must never to mankind be told, 
Nor shall the conscious Muse unfold. 

Meantime the mournful Queen ijf Love 
Led but a weary life above. 
She ventures now to leave the skies^ 
<jrown by Vanessa's conduct wise : 
For, though by one perverse event 
Pallas had cross'd her first intent ; 
Though her design was not obtained ; 
Tet had she much experience gain'd, 
And, by the project vainly tried. 
Could better now the cause decide. 
She gave due notice, that both parties, 
Coram ReginOj prox* die Mortis^ 
Should at their peril, without fail, 
Come and appear, and save their bail. 
All met ; and, silence thrice proclaim'd^ 
One lawyer to each side was Bam'd. 
The judge discover'd in her face 
Eesentmeuts for her late disgrace ; 
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And, fill] of anger, shame, and grief, 
Directed them to mind their brief; 
I^or spend their time to show their reading t 
She'd have a summary proceeding. 
She gather'd under eveiy head 

The sum of what each lawyer said» 
Gave her own reasons last, and then 
Decreed the cause against the men. 
But, in a weighty case like this, 
To show she did not judge amiss, 
Which evil tongues might else report. 
She made a speech in open court ; 
Wherein slie grievously complains, 
*' How she was cheated by the swains ; 
On whose petition (humbly shewing. 
That women were not worth the wooing. 
And that, unless the sex would mend, 
The race of lovers soon must end) — 
She was at Lord knows what expense 
To form a nymph of wit and sense, 
A model for her sex design'd. 
Who never could one lover find. 
She saw her favour was misplac'd ; 
The fellows had a wretched taste ; 
She needs must tell them to their face. 
They were a stupid, senseless race ; 
And, were she to begin again. 
She'd study to reform the men ; 
Or add some grains of folly more 
To women than they had before, 
To put them on an equal foot ; 
And this, or nothing ehe, would do't. 
This might their mutual fancy strike ; 
Since every being loves its Kke. 
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*< But now, repeDtiDg what was done, 
She left all business to her sod; 
She put the world in his possession, 
And let him use it at discretion." 

The crier was ordered to dismiss 
The court, so made his last " O yes !" 
The goddess would no longer wait ; 
But, nsing from her chair of state, 
Left all below at six and seven, 
HamessM her doyes, and flew to Heaven. 
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In all I wish, bow happy should I be, 
Thou grand Deluder, were it not for thee ! 
So weak thou art, that fools thy powei despise ; 
And yet so strong, thou triumph'st o'er the wise. 
Thy traps are laid with such peculiar art. 
They catch the cautious, let the rash depart 
3Iost nets are fiH'd by want of thought and care : 
But too much thinking brings us to thy snare ; 
Where, held by thee, in slavery we stay. 
And throw the pleasing part of life away. 
But, what does most my indignation move, 
Discretion ! thou wert ne'er a friend to Love: 
Thy chief delight is to defeat those arts, 
By which he kindles mutual flames in hearts ; 
While the blind loitering God is at his play. 
Thou steal'st his golden pointed darts away : 
Those darts which never fail ; and in their stead 
Convey'st malignant arrows tipt with lead : 

* Found in Miss Vanhomrigh^s desk, after her death, in the hand 
writing of Dr. Swift. H. 
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The heedless God, suspecting no deceits, 
Shoots OD, and thinks he has done wondrous feats ; 
But the poor nymph, who feels her vitals burn, 
And from her shepherd can find no return, 
Laments, and rages at the power divine, 
When, curst Discretion! all the fiauU was thine : 
Cupid and Hymen thou hast set at odds. 
And bred such feuds between those kindred godss 
That Venus cannot reconcile her sons ; 
When one appears, away the other runs. 
The former scales, wherein he usM to poise 
Love against love, and equal joys with joys^ 
Are now fiUM up with avarice and pride. 
Where titles, power, and riches, still subside. 
Then, gentle Venus, to thy father run 
And tell him, how thy children are undone f 
Prepare his bolts to give one fatal blow, 
A-pd strike Discretion to the shades below. 



A HEBUS. BY VANESSA. 

Cut the name of the man"^' who his misti-ess deny'cli 

And let the firet of it be only apply'd 

To join with the prophetf who David did chide ; 

Then say what a horse is tliat runs very fast ;J 

And that which deserves to be Hrst put the last ; 

Spell all then, and put them together, to find 

The name and the vutues of him I designed. 

Like the patriarch in Egypt, he's vers'd in the state ; 

Like the prophet in Jcwr}% he's free with the great ; 

Like a racer lie flies, to succour with speed, 

When his friends want his aid, or desert is in need. 

* Jo-zrpb; t Nathan. \ Swlf^ 
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The njmph who wrote this ia an amorous fit, 

I caoDot but envy the pride of her wit. 

Which thus she will ventiu^ profusely to throw 

On so meau a design, aud a subject so low. 

For mean "s her design, and her subject as mean. 

The first but a rebus, the last but a deao. 

A dean's but a parson : and what is a rebus ? 

A thing never known to the Muses or Phoebus. 

The corruption of verse ; for, when all is done. 

It is but a paraphrase made on a pun. 

But a genius like her's no subject can stifle. 

It shows aud discovers itself through a trifle. 

By reading this trifle, I quickly began 

To find her a great wit, but the dean a small man. 

Rich ladies will furnish their garrets with stuff. 

Which others for mantuas would' think fine enough : 

So the wit that is lavishly thrown away here, 

Might furnish a second-rate poet a year. 

Thus much for the verse, we proceed to the next. 

Where the nymph has entirely forsaken her text : 

Her fine panegyrics are quite out of season. 

And what she describes to be merit, is treason : 

The changes which faction has made in the state, 

Have put the dean's politics quite out of date : 

Now no one regards what he utters with fireedom, 

And, should he write pamphlets, no great man would 

read 'em ; 
And should want or desert stand in need of his aid^ 
This racer would prove but a dull founder'd jade; 
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HORACE, BOOK II. ODE I. FARAFHRASEB. 

ADDRESSED TO BICHABD STEELE, SSO. 1714. 

*' £d qui promittit, cives, urbcm sibi curs, 
fmperium fore, et Italiam, et delubra deorum.*' 

Hon. I. Sat. yi.39. 

Dick, thou'rt resolved, as I am told, 

Sonic strange arcaoa to unfold. 

And, with the help of Buckley's pen, ! 

To vamp the good old cause again : 

Whicli thou (such Burnet's shrewd advice is) 

i>Iust furbish up, and nickname Crisis. 

Thou pompously wilt let us know 

What all the world knew long ago, 

(E'er since Sir WiUiam Gore was mayor* 

And Harley fill'd the commons' chair) 

That we a German prince must own, 

When Anne for Heaven resigns her throne. 

But, more than that, thoul't keep a rout 

Witli — who is ill — and who is out ; 

Thoult rail devoutly at the peace, 

And all its secret causes trace. 

The bucket-play 'twixt whigs and tories? 

Their ups and downs, with fifty stories 

Of tricks the lord of Oxford knows, 

And eiTors of our plenipoes. 

Thou'lt tell of leagues among the great. 

Portending ruin to our state ; 

And of that dreadful coup d*eclat^ 

Which has aflforded thee much chat. 

The queen, forsooth (despotic,) gave 

Twelve coronets without ihy leave ■ 



HORACE, BOOK 11. ODE I. 153 

A breach of liberty^ 'tis owo'd. 
For which no heads have yet aton'd ! 
Believe me, what thou'st undertaken 
May bring in jeopardy thy bacon ; 
For madmen, children, wits, and fools, 
Should never meddle with edg'd tools. 
But since thou'rt got into the fire, 
And canst not easily retire. 
Thou must no longer deal in farce, 
Nor pump to cobble wicked verse ; 
Until thou shalt have eas'd thy conscience^ 
Of spleen, of politics, and nonsense ; 
And, when thou'st bid adieu to cares, 
And settled Europe's grand affairs, 
'Twill then, perhaps, be worth thy while 
For Drury Lane to shape thy style : 
" To make a pair of jolly fellows, 
The son and father, join to tell us^ 
How sons may safely disobey. 
And fathers never should say nay ; 
By which wise conduct tliey grew friends 
At last — and so the story ends."* 

When fii-st I knew thee, Dick, thou wert 
B.enown'd for skill in Faustus' art ;t 
Which made thy closet much frequented 
By buxom lasses — some repented 
Their luckless choice of husband»— othen^ 
Impatient to be like theu* mothers, 
Receiv'd from thee profound directions 
How best to settle their affections. 

♦ This is said to be a plot o( a comedy with which Mr. Steele has 
'ong threatened the town.— Swift. In some particulars it would ap- 
ply to ♦• The Conscious Lovers." N. 

t There were some tolerable grounds for this reflection. Mf< 
Steele had actually a laboratory at Poplar. N. 

H 2 
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Thus thou, a fi-iend to the distress'd, 
Didst in thy calliDg do thy best. 

But now the Senate (if things hit 
And thou at Stockbridge wert not bit) 
Must feel thy eloquence and fire, 
Approve thy scliemes, thy wit admu'C, 
Thee with immortal honours crown, 
While, patriot like, thou'k strut and frowu. 

What though by enemies 'tis said, 
The laurel, which adorns thy head. 
Must one day come in competition. 
By virtue of some sly petition : 
Yet mum for that ; hope still the be?t, 
Nor let such cares disturb thy rest. 

Methiuks I hear thee loud as trumpet. 
As bagpipe shrill, or oyster-strumpet ; 
iMethinks I see thee, spruce and fine, 
AYith coat embroider'd richly shine, 
x\ud dazzle all the idol faces. 
As through the hall thy worship paces ; 
(trhough this I speak but at a venture^ 
Supposing thou hast tick with Hunter) 
Mcthinks I see a black-guard rout 
Attend thy coach, and heai' them shout 
In approba^on of thy tongue, 
Which (in their style) is purely hung, 
Now ! now you carry all before you ! 
Nor dares one Jacobite or Tory 
Pretend to answer one syMable, 
Except the matchless hero Abel.* 
What though her highness and her spouse. 
In Antwerpf keep a frugal house, 

^ Abel Roper. N 

t Where the Puke of Marlborough then reeided. ^^ 
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Yet, not forgetful of a friend. 
They'll soon enable thee to spend. 
If to Mfltartuey* thou trilt toast, 
And to his pious patron's ghost. 
Now manfulij thou'lt run a tilt 
" On popes, for all the blood they've spilt. 
For massacres, and racks, aod flames, 
For lands enrich'd by crimson streams, 
For inquisitions taught by Spain, 
Of which the Christian world complain." 
Dick, we agree — all's true thou'st said, 
As that my Muse is yet a maid. 
But, if I may with freedom talk. 
All tliis is foreign to thy walk : 
Thy genius has perhaps a knack 
At trudging in a beaten track. 
But is for state afTairs as fit 
As mine for politics and wit. 
Then let us both in time grow wise. 
Nor higher than our talents rise ; 
To some snug cellar let's repair 
From duns and debts, and drown our care ; 
Now quaff of honest ale a quart. 
Now venture at a pint of port ; 
With which iospir'd, we'll club each night 
Some tender sonnet to indite. 
And with Tom D'Urfey, Philips, Dennis, 
Immortalize our Dolls and Jennysw 

* General Macartney, wlio killed Duke Hanulton. IS. 
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JOHN DENNIS, THE SHELTERING PO^T^S IMVITATXOII If 
RICHARD STEELE, THE SECLUDED PARTY "WRJTKB. AXP 
MEMBER, TO COME AND f<ITE 1VITH HIM IH TB 

JIINT. 1714.* 

Fit to be bound up with Ths C^isie. 

IF thou caDst lay aside a spendthriit's air» 
Aud coadcsceod to feed ou homelj fare, 
Such as we Minters, with ragouts UHstor'd. 
Will, ill defiance of the law, afford ; 
Quit tliy patrols with Toby's Christmas box, 
And conic to me at The Two Fighting Cocks: 
Since printing by subscription now is grown 
I'be stalest, idlest cheat about the town ; 
And e'en Charles Gildou, who, a papist bred. 
Has an alarm against that worship spread. 
Is practising those beaten patlis of cruising. 
And for new levies on Proposals musing. 

'Tis true, that Bloomsbury square's a noble placfl? 
But what arc lofty buildings in thy case ? 
What's a fine house cmbellish'd to profusion, 
Where shouldcrdabbers are in execution ? 
Or whence its timorous tenant seldom sallies^ 
But apprehensive of losultiDg bailifTs ? 
This once be mindful of a friend's advice; 
And cease to be improvidcntly nice : 
Exchange the prospects that delude thy sight. 
From Highgate's steep ascent and Hampstead's hdgh^ 

* This and the preceding poem were first added to the De&nV 
Worlcs, from oopies in theldnnbeUi Librarj. K 1,2, 29, 39. 4to, J^ 
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• 

With yerdaot scenes, that, from St George^s field, 
jHore durable and safe ei\jof meptfl^ jield. 

Here I, e'en I, that ne'er till, now could find 
£ase to my troubled and suspicious mind, 
But ever was with jealou^U^^.pos^ess'd, 
Am in a state of indolence and rest; 
Fearful no more of Fren<;hp[]en in disgui|3(e. 
Nor looking upon strangers as on spies. 
But quite divested of my former spleen, 
Am unprovokM without, and calm within : 
And here I'll wait thy coming, till the sua 
Shall its diurnal course completely run. 
Think not that thou of sturdy bub shall fail, 
My landlord's cellar stock'd with beer and ale, 
With every sort of malt that is in use. 
And every country' *8 generous produce. 
The ready (for here Christian faith is sick. 
Which makes us seldom trespass upon tick) 
Instantly brings the chojicest liquors out. 
Whether we ask for homebrewed or for fitout^ 
For mead or cider, or, with dainties fed, 
Ring for a flash or two of white or red. 
Such as the drawer will not fail to swear 
Was drunk by Pilkington when third time mayor..; 
That name, methinks, so .popularly known 
For opposition to the church and crowfi. 
Might make the Lusitaniap grape to pass,; - : 
And almost give a sanction to the glass ; 
Especially with thee, whose hasty zeal . 
I Against the late rejected commerce b^l 
Made thee rise up, like an audacious elf,. 
To do the speaker honour, not thysjelf.; ; 

But, if thou soar'st above the ci^mmonpno^ 
fiy virtue of subscription to thy Qrids, 
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And nothing can go down with thee, but wines 
Pressed from Burgundian and Campanian vines. 
Bid them be brought i for, though I hate the Frencl|r 
J love their liquors, as thou lov'st a wench ; 
£186 thou must humble thy ^pensive taste, 
And, with us, hold contentment for a feast. 

The fire's already lighted ; and the maid 
Has a clean cloth Upon the table laid. 
Who never on a Saturday had struck. 
But for thy entertainment, up a buck. 
Think of tliis act of grace, which by your leave 
Susan would not have done on Easter Eve, 
Had she not been informed over and over 
'Twas for th' ingenious author of The Lover. 

Cease therefore to beguile thyself with hopc^ 
Which is no more than making sandy ropes^ 
And quit the vain pursuit of loud applause, 
That must bewilder thee in faction's cause. 
Pry'thee what isH to thee who guides the stated 
Why Dunkirk's demolition Is so late ? 
Or why her majesty thinks fit to cease 
The din of war, and hush the world to peace ? 
The clergy too, without thy aid, can tell 
What texts to choose, and on what topics dwell ; 
And, uninstructed by thy babbling, teach 
Their flocks celestial happiness to reach. 
Hather let Such poor souls as you and I, 
Say that the holydays are drawing nigh. 
And that to-morrow's sun begins the week. 
Which will abound with store of ale and cake. 
With hams of bacon, and witJi powder'd beef, 
StufTd to give field itinerants I'elief. 

Then I, who have within these precincts kept, 
And ne'er beyond the dmnoeysweepere stepp'd^ 
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Will take a loose, and venture to be seen. 
Since 'twill be Sunday, upon Shanks's green ; 
There, with erected looks and phrase suUime, 
To talk of unity, of place and time. 
And with much malice, mixM with little satire 
Explode the wits on t'other side o' th' water. 

Why has my lord Godolphin's special grace 
Invested me with a qtieen^s waiter's place, 
If I, debarred of festival delights. 
Am not allow'd to spend the perquisites ? 
He's but a short remove from being mra4> 
Who at a time of jubilee is sad, 
And, like a griping usurer, does spare 
His money to be squander'd by his heir ; 
Flutter'd away in liveries and in coaches, 
And washy sorts of feminine debauches. 
As for my part, whate'er the world may think. 

m bid adieu to gravity, and drink ; 

And, though I can't put off a wofiil mien. 

Will be all mirth and cheerfulness within : 

A%in despight of a censorious race, 

I most incontinently suck my face. 

iRiat mighty projects does not he design, 

iHiOBe stomach flows, and brain turns roufid with wine ^ 

inne, powerful wine, can thaw the frozen cit, 

And fitthion him to humour and to wit ; 

Hikes even S*^^* to disclose hb art, 

Bj racking every secret from his heart, 

As he flings off the statesman's sly disguise. 

To name the cuckold's wife with whom he liesr 

fen Sarum, when he quaffs it stead of tea, 

Fancies himself in Canterbury's see. 

And s****** when he carousing reels, 

tlaigines that be has regain'd the seals: 
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W******, by virtue of his juice, can fight. 

And Stanhope of commissioners make light* 

Wioe gives Lord Wingham aptitude of parts. 

Aud swells him with his family's deserts : 

Whom can it uot make eloquent of speech : 

Whom in extremest poverty not rich ? 

Since, by the means of the prevailing grape, 

Th****n can Lcchmere's wormtli uot only ape^ 

But, half seas o'er, by its inspiring bountieSy 

Can qualify himself in several counties. 

What I have promised, thou mayst rest assured. 

Shall faithfully and gladly be procured. 

Nay, I'm already better than my word, 

New plates and knives adorn the jovial board : 

And, lest thou at their sight shouldst make wry face^ 

The girl has scoui'd the pots, and wash'd the glassev 

Ta'en care so excellently well to clean 'em, 

That thou mayst see thine owu dear picture in 'em.^ 

Moreover, due provision has been made. 
That convei-sation may not be betray'd ; 
[ have no company but what is proper 
To sit with tlic most flagrant whig at suppei*. 
There's not a man among them but must please, 
Since they're as like each other as are peas. 
Toland and Hare have jointly sent me word, 
They'll come ; and Kennett thinks to make a (bird. 
Provided he's no other invitation, 
Prom men of greater quality and station. 
Hoom will for Oldmison ami J — s be left ; 
But their discourses smell so much, of theft. 
There would be no abiding in tlie roQro» 
Should two such ignorant pretenders comCs. 
However by tliis trusty bearer write, 
If I should any other scabs invite ; . 
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Though if I ina7 my serious judgmeDt give» 
I'm wholly for king Charles's number five : 
That was the stint in which that monarch fix'4» 
Who would not be with noisiness perplexed : 
And that, if thou'lt agree to thipk it best, 
Shall be our tale of heads, without one other guest* 

IVe nothing more, now this is said, to saj. 
But to request thou'It instantly away. 
And leave the duties of thy present post. 
To some well skill'd retainer in a host : 
Boubtless he'll carefully thy place supply. 
And o'er his grace's horses have an eye. 
WhUe thou, who slimk through posteni more than once^ 
Dost by that means avoid a crowd of duns, 
And, crossing o'er the Thames at Temple Stairs, 
lieav'st Philips with good words to cheat their ean. 



TO LORD HARLEY, ON HIS MARRIAGE, 

1713. 

AMONG the numbers who employ 
Their tongues and pens to give you joy. 
Dear Harley ! generous youth, admit 
What friendship dictates more than wit. 
Forgive me, when I fondly thought 
(By frequent observations taught) 
A spirit so inform'd as youi^ 
Could never prosper in amours. 
The God of Wit, and Light, and Arts^ 
With all acquir'd and natural parts. 
Whose haip could savage beasts enchaut^ 
Was aji unfortunate gallant. 
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Had Bacchus after Daphne reePd, 

The Dj'mph had soon becu brought to yield 

Or, had embroider'd Mars pursued, 

The Dymph would ne'er have been a prude. 

Ten thousand footsteps, full in view, 

Mark out the way where Daphne flew : 

For such is all the sex's flight, 

They fly from learning, wit, and light: 

They fly, and none can overtake 

But some gay coxcomb, or a rake. 

How then, dear Harley, could I guess 
That you should meet, in love, success ? 
For, if those ancient tales be true, 
PhoDbus was beautiful as you : 
Yet Daphne never slack'd her pace. 
For wit and learning spoil'd- his face. 
And since the same resemblance held 
In gifts wherein you botli excell'd, 
I fancy 'd Qvevy nymph would run 
From you, as from Latona's son. 

Then where, said I, sliall Harley find 
A virgin of superior mind, 
With wit and virtue to discover. 
And pay the merit of her lover ? 

This character shall Ca'eudish claim. 
Born to retrieve her sex's fame. 
The chief among the glittering crowd. 
Of titles, birth, and fortune proud, 
(As fools are insolent and vain) 
Madly aspir'dto wear her chain : 
But Pallas, guardian of the maid, 
Descending to her charge's aid, 
Held out Medusa's snaky locks, 
Which stupifi'd them all to storks. 
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The nymph with iDdigDatioD view'd 
The dull, the ooisy, and the lewd : 
For Pallas, with celestial light. 
Had purifi'd her mortal sight ; 
Show'd her the virtues all combined. 
Fresh bloomiog, in young Harlej's mind« 
Terrestrial njmphs, by former arts, 
Display their various nets for hearts : 
Their looks are all by method set, 
When to be prude, and when coquette ; 
Tet, wanting skill and power to choose^ 
Their only pride is to refuse. 
But, when a goddess would bestow 
)ier lore on some bright youth below, 
Round all the earth she casts her eyes ; 
And then, descending from the skies. 
Makes choice of him she fancies best, 
And bids the ravishM youth be blessM, 

Thus the bright Empress of the Mom 
Chose for her spouse, a mortal bom : 
The goddess made advances first ^ 
Else what aspiring hero durst ? 
Though, like a vir;^ of fifteen. 
She blushes when by mortals seen ; 
Still blushes, and with speed retires, 
When Sol pursues her with his fires. 

Diana thus, Heaven's chastest queen, 
Stmck with Endyroion's graceful mien, 
Down from her silver chariot came. 
And to the shepherd ownM her flame. 

Thus Ca'endish, as Aurora bright. 
And chaster than the Clueen of Night. 
Descended from her sphere to find 
A mortal of superior kind. 
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IN SICKNESS. 

WRITTEN IN IRELAND IN OCTOBSB, 17U. 

'TIS true — then why should I I'epine 
To see my life so fast declipG ? 
But why obscurely here aloiie, 
AVhcre I am neither lov'd nor knowu;' 
My state of healtli none cai-e to learu ; 
My life is here no souFs concern : 
And those with whom I now converse 
Without a tear will tend my hearse. 
Kemov'd from kind Arbuthnot's aid) 
Who knows his art, but not his trade, 
Preferring Iiis regaid for me 
Before his credit, or his fee. 
Some formal visits, looks, and woitls, 
Wiiat mere humanity afibrds, 
I meet perhaps from three or four, 
From whom I once expected more; 
Which those who tend the sick for pay 
Can act as decently as they : 
But no obliging tender friend 
To help at my approaching end. 
My life is now a burden grown 
To others, ere it be my own. 

Ye formal weepers for the sick, 
In your last offices be quick ; 
And spare my absent friends the grief 
To hear, yet give me no relief; 
Expir'd to day, intomb'd to-morrow. 
When known, uriil save a double sorrow. 
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IE FABLE OF THE BITCHES. 

WRITTEN IN THE TEAR 1715. 
Ji ATTEMPT Te REPEAL THE TEST ACT. 

BITCH that was full pri^nant grown, 
lU the dogs and curs id town, 
ing her ripeo'd tsme was come, 
litter teeming from her womb, 
t here and 6iere, and every where, 
nd an easy place to lay her* 
length to MuGoc^s house* she came, 
begg'd Kke one both blind and lame; 
"■ only friend, my dear,^ said she, 
u see 'tis mere necessity 
I sent me to your house to whelp: 
if you refuse your help.** 
ilh fawning whine, and ruefiil tone, 
artful sigh and feigned groan, 
couchant cringe, and flattering t^e^ 
th Bawtyt did so far prevail. 
Music gave her leave to litter ; 
mark what follow'd — faith ! she bit her) 
e baskets full t>f bits and scraps, 
tiroth enough to fill her paps; 
w€SL she knew, her umnenius bfoud, 
irant of milk, would suck her blood. 
It when she dioDght her pains wete don^ 
now 'twas high time to be gone ; 
rtl dmes,---«^ My friend,'* said she, 
^ house y<mVe had on Courtesy ; 

Dch of Eoglaftd. H. 

Ii name for a bitch; alluding to the Kirk. H- 
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And now I earnestly desire, 

That you would with your cubs retire ; 

For, should you stay but one week longer, 

J shall be starved with cold and hunger.'* 

The guest repli'd — " My frieud, your leave 

I must a little longer crave ; 

Stay till my tender cubs can find 

Their way — for now, you see, they're blind ; 

But, when we've gathered strength, I swear, 

We'll to our barn again repair." 

The time pass'd on ; and Music came, 
Her kennel once again to claim ; 
But Bawty, lost to shame and honour. 
Set all her cubs at once upon her ; 
Made her retire, and quit her right, 
And loudly cry'd— " A bite ! a bite !" 

The moral. 

Thus did the Grecian wooden horse 
Conceal a fatal armed force : 
No sooner brought within the walls, 
But Ilium's lost, and Priam falls. 



HORACE, BOOK III. ODE II. 

TO THE EARL OF OXFORD, LATE LORD TRKA8UB0* 
•INT TO DIM WHEN IN TB£ TOWXR, 1716. 

How blest is he, who for his country dies. 
Since death pursues the coward as he flies ? 
The youth in vain would fly from Fate^s attack, 
With trembling knees and terror at his back 



PROGRESS OF LOVE. 1C9 

gh Fear should lend him pinioos like the wind, 

wiiler Fate will seize him from behind. 

rtue repuls'd, yet knows not to repine ; 

ball with unattainted honour shine ; 

itoops to take the stafl^* nor lajs it down, 

IB the rabble please to smile or frown. 

rtue, to crowo her favourites, loves to try 

new unbeaten passage to the sky ; 

e Jove a seat among the gods will give 

Mae who die, for meriting to live. 

xt faithful silence has a sure reward ; 

in oar breast be everj secret barr'd ! 

rho betrajs his friend, shall never be 

r one roof^ or in one ship, with me. 

rbo with traitors would his safetj trust, 

irith the wicked. Heaven involve the just ? 

though the villain 'scape a while, he feels 

Yeogeance, like a bloodhound, at his heels. 



PHYLLIS; 

OB, THE PROGRESS OF LOyS, 1716. 

iiKDiKG Phyllis was endued 
every talent of a prude : 
rembled when a man drew near ; 
e her, and she turned her ear : 
T against her you were plac'd, 
lurst not look above your waist : 
[ rather take you to her bed, 
( let 70a see her dress her head : 

* The eDfisii of the lord treanurer'g oiBce. B. 
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In church you hear her, through the crowd. 

Repeat the absolution loud : 

In church, secure behind her fan, 

She durst behold that monster man : 

There practb'd how to place her head. 

And bit her lips to make them red ; 

Or, on the mat devoutly kneeling, 

Would lift her eyes up to the ceiling. 

And heave her bosom unaware. 

For neighbouring beaux to see it bare. 

At length a lucky lover came, 
.\nd found admittance to the dame. 
Suppose all parties now agi'eed, 
The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'd. 
The vicar and the ring bespoke : 
Guess, how could such a match be broke ? 
See then what mortals place their bliss in ! 
Next mom betimes the bride was missing : 
The mother scream'd, the father chid ; 
Where can this idle wench be hid ? 
No news of Phyl ! the bridegroom came. 
And thought his bride had skulk'd for shame ; 
Because her father us'd to say, 
The girl had such a bashful way ! 

Now John the butler must be sent 
To learn the road that Phyllis wentj 
The groom was wishM to saddle Crop i 
For John must neither light nor stop. 
But find her, whercsoe'er she fled, 
And bring her back, alive or dead. 

See here again the devil to do ! 
For truly John was missing too : 
The horSe and pillion both were gone I 
Phyllis, it seems, was fled with John. 



PROGRESS OF LOVE. 1«0 

Old Madam, vbo went up to find 
What papers Pbyl had left behind, 
A letter oo the toilet sees. 
To my much honoured father — these — 
CTis always done, romances tell us, 
When daughters run away with fe'lows) 
Filled with the choicest commonplaces, 
By other's us'd, in the Dke cases. 
"* That long ago a fortuneteller 
Exactly said what now befel her; 
And in a glass had made her see 
A serving-man of low rlegrce. 
It was her fate, must be forgiven ; 
Fw marrias:€s were made in Heaven: 
His pardon begg'd : but, to be plain, 
Slie''d do't if 'twere to do again : 
Thank'd God. 'twas neither shame nor sin ; 
For John was come of honest kin. 
Love never thinks of licb and poor : 
She'd beg with John from door to door. 
Forgive her, if it be a crime ; 
Shell never do't another time. 
She oe^er before in all hc-r life 
Once disobevM him, maid nor wife. 
One argument she summ'd up all in. 
The thing was done, and past recalling : 
And therefore hop'd she should recover 
His favour, when his passion's over. 
She valued not what others thought her, 
And was — his most obedient daughter.*' 
Fair maidens, all attend the Muse, 
HITbe now the wandering pair pursues ; 
Away they rode in homely sort. 
Their journey long, their money short; 
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The loving couple well bcrair'd ; 
The horse aod both the riders tir'd : 
Their victuals bad, their lodging woi-se; 
Phyl cried ! and John began to cui-se : 
Fhyl Avish'd that she had strain'd a limb, 
When first she ventur'd out with him ; 
John wi&h'd, that ho had broke a leg, 
When first fov her he quitted Peg. 

But what adventures mi^re befel them, 
The Muse has now no time to tell them ; 
How Johnny wheedled, threatcn'd, fawn'd. 
Till Phyllis all her trinkets pawu'd : 
How oft she broke her marriage vows 
Jn kinflness to maintain her spouse, 
Till swains uuAvholegome spoiled the trade; 
For now the Surgeons must be paid, 
To whom those penjuisitcs are gone, 
In Christian justice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew scarce, 
Fate put a period to the fnrce. 
And with exact poetic justice ; 
For John was landlord, Phyllis hostess ; 
Tliey keep, at Staines, the Old Blue Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 



AD AMIC UM ERUDITUM 
THOMAM SHERIDAN. 1717. 

DELICI Y. Slif ridan IMusamm, dulcis amice. 
Sic ti))i propitiuo Pcrmessi ad flumen Apollo 
Occii -rat, r-eu tr mimum convivia rident, 
/Eiiuivocosque sales spargis, seu luderc vcraii 
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Malles ; die, Sheridac. quKnam fait ille deonnn, 
QjuLX mclior Datura orto tibi tradidit artem 
Rimasdi senium pueronun, atque ima cerebri 
ScmUndi ? Tibi DS^ceoti ad cunabula Palis 
Asdtii ; et dixiL mectis prxsasa iiitune. 
Her, pucr infelix! no?'rosub sidere natus; 
2izm tu pectus eris sine corpore. corporis umbra ; 
Sed leritate umbram aiperabii voce cicad^m : 
Musca femur, palmas tibi mus dedir. ardeacnva. 
Corpore sed lecui tikn quod Datura neeavit. 
Hoc animi dotes suppkbuDt ; tcque doceote, 
Nee loosum tempus, surset tibi docta jurcatus. 
Aztlbus egrefiis anioias iDftniGta novellas. 
Grex fiinc Psonius venit, ecce, salutitc-r orbi ; 
Ast. illi causas oract; his infula vi^a est 
Divicam cnpiti nodo consiriosere mltram. 

2^ a talis te hora: cod faliuut siffDa. ?i-d it^ue 
Corjsciiis. cxpedias pueroseu laetus Apolio 
^C'asceoti arriiit ; sive ittuin frigidus horror 
Satunu premit, aut septem inflavrre triooes. 

Quio lu alie peoitusque lateotia sc-mina ceralf. 
Qjozique diu obturiderido olim sub lumiuis auras 
Erumpf ut prom is ; quo ritu ssep^ puella 
Sub c ice re hestemo sopitos aiscitat ienes. 

Te domioum a«iii>scit quocunquesub aere catus: 
Quos indulfeoti^ uimium custodia D^atris 
Pessuodat: nam s:£:p^ vides in stipite matrera. 

Aureus at ramus, veDerandx dona SibjIIx, 
itceae sedes tan:dm paiefpcit Aveinas ; 
Ssp^ puer, tua qucm tetisit ^emel aurea vir^a, 
£t caliuxL terrasque videt. Doctemque profundi 
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HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE IX. 

ADDRESSED TO ARCHBISHOP KING. 1718c 

VIRTUE conceal'd mihin our breast 

Is ioactivitj at best : 

But never shall the Muse endure 

To let your virtues lie obscure ; 

Or suffer Envy to conceal 

Your labours for the public weal. 

Within your breast all wisdom liei^ 

Either to govern or advise ; 

Tour steady soul preserves her firame^ 

In good and evil times the same. 

Pale Avarice and lurking Fraud, 

Stand in your sacred presence aw'd ; 

Your hand alone from gold abstains. 

Which drags the slavish world in chaios., 

Him for a happy man I own, 
Whose fortune is not overgrown ; 
And happy he, who wisely knows 
To use the gifts that Heaven bestows ; 
Or, if it please the Powers Divine, 
Can suffer want, and not repine. 
The man, who infamy to shun 
Into the arms of death would run ; 
That man is ready to defend, 
With life, his country or his iiriend. 
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A MOTTO FOR MR. JASON IIASARP, 

WOOLLEN-DRAPER IN DUBLIN: 
WHOSE SIGN WAS THK GOLDEN FLEECE. 

Jason, the valiant prince of Greece, 
From Colchis brought the Golden Fleece ; 
We comb the wool, re/ine the stufl^ 
For modem Jasons, that's enough. 
. O ! could we tame yon watchful dragon,* 
Qld Jason would have less to brag on. 



TO MR. DELAirr, Nov. 10, 1T18. 

To jou, whose virtues, I must own 
With shame, I have too lately known f 
To you, by art and nature taught 
To be the man I long have sought. 
Had not ill Fate, perverse and blind, 
Plac'd you in life too far behind : 
Or, what I should repine at more, 
PlacM me in life too far before : 
To yon the Muse this verse bestows, 
Whidi might as well have been in prose ; 
Ko thought, no fancy, no sublime. 
But simple topics told in rhyme. 

Tidents for conversation fit 
Are humour, breeding, sense, and wit : 

* England. H 
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The last, as boundless as the wind, 
Is well concciv'd, though not defin'd : 
For, sure by wit is chiefly meant 
Applying well what we invent. 
What humour is, not all the tribe 
Of logicmongei-s can describe ; 
Here nature only acts her part, 
Unhelp'd by practice, books, or art : 
For wit and humour dilTer quite ; 
That gives surprise, and this delight. 
Humour is odd, grotesque, and wild 
Only by afTectation spoil'd : 
'Tis never by invention got. 
Men have it when they know it not. 

Our conversation to refine, 
Humour and wit must both combine : 
From both we learn to rally well, 
Wherein sometimes the French excel ^ 
Voiture, in vai'ious lights, displays 
That irony which turns to praise : 
His genius first found out the rule 
For an obliging ridicule : 
He flatters with peculiar air 
The brave, the witty, and the fair : 
And fools would fancy he intends 
A satiie, where he most commends. 

But, as a poor pretending beau. 
Because he fain would make a show 
Nor can arrive at silver lace. 
Takes up with copper in the place : 
So the peit dunces of mankind. 
Whene'er they would be tliought reflo'd, 
As if the diflerence lay abstruse 
'Twixt raillery and gross abuse ; 
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To show their parts, will scold and rail, 
like porters o'er a pot of ale. 
Such is that clan of boisttrous bears. 
Always toseiher by the ears : 
Shrewd fellows acd arch wa^s^ a tribe 
That meet for nothiu^ but a gibe ; 
Who first run one another down. 
And then fall foul on all the town : 
Skiird in the horselaugh and dry rub, 
And caird by excellence The Club. 
I mean your Butler. Daw son. Car, 
All special frieuds, and always jar. 

The mettled and the vicious steed 
Differ as little in their breed : 
?rav. Voiture is a^i like Tom Lc-ish. 
As rudeness is to repartee. 

If what you said I \yvh unspoke, 
'Twill not suffice it was a joke : 
Reprojch col thomrh in jest, a friend 
For those defects he cannot mend ; 
His lineage, cailmE, shape, or sense, 
If oam'd with scorn, gives just oifence. 

"V^liat use in life to make men frer. 
Pnrt in worse humour than they m^.: .' 
Thus all societv is losL 
Men liu^h at one anoihei's cost : 
A::d half the comj^any [s !• azM. 
That came together to Ije pleas'd : 
For ail buffoons have raost in viow 
To please themielves. by vexiiiz you. 

You won ler now to see n:^' wriv. •* 
So travel V on a subjeci ri::ht : 
Some pan ci" what I here dc-^isri 
Regar!^ a iVioo i* of yours a:.:! miiif : 
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Who, neither void of sense nor wit; 
Yet seldom judges what is fit. 
But sallies oft beyond his bounds^ 
And takes unmeasurable rounds. 

When jests are carried on too far, 
And the loud laugh begins the war, 
Tou keep your countenance for shame. 
Yet still you think your friend to blame ; 
For, though men cry they love a jest, 
'Tis but when others stand the test: 
And (would you have their meaning known) 
They love a jest that is their own. 

You must, although the point be nice, 
Bestow your friend some good advice ; 
One hint from you will set him right. 
And teach him how to be polite. 
Bid him, like you, observe with care^i 
Whom to be hard on, whom to spare ; 
Kor indistinctly to suppose 
All subjects like Dan Jackson's nose.'^ 
To study the obliging jest. 
By reading those who teach it best ; 
For prose I recommend Voiture's, 
For verse (I speak my judgment) yoiirs^ 
He'll find the secret out from thence, 
To rhyme all day without oflfence ; 
And I no more shall then accuse 
The flirts of his ill-manner'd Muse. 

If he be guilty, you must mend him ; 
If he be innocent, defend him. 



** Which was afterward the fubject of several poems h^ Dr. 
Bnd othfTf H. 
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A LEFT-HANDED LETTER 

TO DR. SHERIDAN.^ 1718. 

Dklakt reports it, aud he has a shrewd tongue, 

That we both act the part of the down and the cow-dung ; 

We Ije crammiDg ourselves, and are ready to burst, 

Yet still are no wiser than we were at first. 

Fwdet Jute cpprobria, I freely must tell ye, 

£i £ei potuisse, ei non patuisse refeUi, 

Though Delany advis'd you to plague me no longer. 

Ton reply and rejoin like Hoadly of Bangor; 

t imt DOW, at one sitting, pay ofT my old score ; 

How many to answer? One, two, three, or four. 

Bat, because the three former are long ago past, 

I diall, for method sake, begin wiih the last. 

Toa treat me like a boy that knocks down his foe, 

Whoi, ere t'other gets up, demands the rising blow. 

Yet I know a young rogue, tliat, thrown flat on the fields 

Would, as he lay under, cry out. Sirrah ! yield. 

So the French, when our generals soundly did pay them. 

Went triumphant to church, and sang stoutly TeDeiaiu 

So the famous Tom Lf:igb, when quite run sigrouod. 

Comes off by outlaughiiig the company round. 

In every vile pamphlet you'll read tlie same fancies, 

Having thus overthrown all our farther advances. 

My offen of peace you ill understood : 

Friend Sheridan, wh^n urill you know your own eood? 

'Twas to teach jou in moderate language j our duty ; 

For, were you a dosr. I could not be rude t'ye : 

As a good quiet soul, who no mischief int^'nds 

To a quarn'Jsom' feliow. cries, iei us bt friends 

♦ Thit hnxot'.r ot* t ii» ::>:rr. '■.•- ..^rf'.j >,::, by tae impowioilhf of 
friatins it lezt-haaded oAlI ^^ ^:\\\f^i. H- 
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But we like Anteus and Hercules fight. 
The oftener you fall, the oftener you write ; 
And I'll use you as he did that overgrown clowoy 
I'll first take you up, aud then take you down : 
And, 'tis your own case, for you never can wound 
The worst dunce in your sehobl, till he's heaved from 
the ground. 

I beg your pardon for using my left hand, but I was 
in great haste, and the other hand was employed at the 
same time in writing some letters of business. I will 
send you the rest when I have leisure : but pray come 
to dinner with the company you met here last. 



TO DR. SHERIDAN. 1718. 

Whatever your predecessors taught us, 

I have a great esteem for Flautus ; 

And think your boys may gather there-hencc 

More wit and humour than from Terence ; 

But as to comic Aristophanes, 

The rogue too vicious and too prophane is. 

I went in vain to look for Eupolis 

Down in the strand,* just where the New Pole is f 

For I can tell you one thing, that f can, 

You will not find it in the Vatican. 

He and Cratinus us'd, as Horace says, 

To take his greatest grandees for asses. 

Poets, in those days, us'd to venture high ; 

But these are lost full many a centiuy. 

* The fact may not be truej but the rhyme cost me tome troublr 



TO DR. SHERIDAN. 179 

Tliui you may see, dear friend, ex pede hence. 
My judgment of the old comedians. 

Proceed to tra^^cs : first. Euripides 
(An author where I sometimes dip a-days) 
Is rightly censurM by the Stagirite, 
Who says, his numbers do not fadge aright.^ 
A firiend of mine that author despises 
So much, he swears the very best piece is, 
For aught he knows, as bad as Thespis's ; 
And that a woman, in these tragedies. 
Commonly speaking, but a sad jade is. 
At least, I'm well assured, tliat no folk lays 
The weigtit on him they do on Sophocles. 
But, above all, I prefer iEschylus, 
Whose moving touches, when they please kill U£>r 

And now I find my Muse but ill able, 
To hold out 1on£^er in triss^'llable. 
I chose those rhymes out for their difficulty ; 
Will you returu as hard ones if I call t'ye ? 



DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 1718. 

Dear Dean, sitice in cruxes and puns you and I deal. 
Pray why is a woman a sieve and a riddle ? 
'Tis a thought that came into ray noddle this morning. 
In bed as I lay, Sii*, a lossinfr ^.ud turning. 
You'll find, if you read but a few of yt^w histories. 
All women, as Eve, all 'Aomen are mysteries. 
To find out this rid<lle I know you'll be eager. 
And make everj- one oi the s<ix a Belphegor. 
But that will not do, for I mean to commend them ; 
I swear without jest I an honour iuteud them* 

I 3 
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In a sieve, Sir, their ancient extraction I quite tell, 
In a riddle I give you their power and their title. 
This I told you before : do you know what I mean, dr 
" Not I, by my troth, sir." — Then read it again, sir. 
The reason I send you these lines of rhymes double 
Is purely through pity, to save you the trouble 
Of thinking two hours for a rhyme as you did last, 
When your Pegasus canter'd in triple, and rid fast. 
As for my little nag, which I keep at Parnassus^ 
With Phoebus's leave, to run with his asses. 
He goes slow and sure, and he never is jaded. 
While your fiery steed is whipp'd, spurr'd, bastinadei 



^ 



THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

In reading your letter alone in my hackney. 
Your damnable riddle my poor brains did rack niglt 
And when with much labour the matter I crackt, 
I found you mistaken in matter of fact. 

A woman's no sieve (for with that you begin) 
Because she lets out more than e'er she takes in. 
And that she's a riddle can never be right. 
For a riddle is dark, but a woman is light. 
But, grant her a sieve, I can say something archer; 
Pray what is a man ? he's a fine linen searcher. 

Now tell me a thing that wants interpretation. 
What name for amaid,^ was the first man's damnfttioD 
If yonr worship will please to explain me this rebus, 
I swear from henceforward you shall be my Phoobiis* 

Fiam my hackney coach, Sept 11, 
1718, past 12 at noon. 

* A damsel, i. e. AdanCi HeU. fL 
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DR. sherida:n^'s reply to the dean. 

Dox*T think these few lines which I send, a reproaclt 

Fvoni mj muse in a car to jour muse in a coach. 

Tlie ^reat God of poem delights in a car, 

Wfaidi makes him so bright that we see him from far; 

For were he mew*d up in a coach, *tis allow 'd, 

WeM see hira no more than we see thro* a cloud. 
Too kuow to apply tliis — I do not disparage 

T«r fines, but I say they're the worse for the carriage. 
Kow, first, jou df-ny that a woman''s a sieve ; 

I aj that she is : AVhat reason d*je give ? 

Bccniie she lets out more than she t-ikes in. 

li'tthat joa advance for't ? joaie still to beg^n-. 

Yma major an<1 minor I both can refute, 

ni teach jou hei eafter with u hom to dispute. 

Aaevekeeps in half, denj't if you can. 

D, Adzncks, I mistook it, who thought of tbe bran ? 
I ten joa in short, sir, you should have"^ a pair o'stocks 
Tm thinking to palm on your friend such a paradox. 
ladeed, I confess, at the close you grew better. 
Bat yoa fight from your coach when you finish^ yodr 

letter. 
Tov thing which you say wants interpretation. 
Whales name for a maiden — the first mao^s damnation ? 
k damsel — Adam's hell — ay. there I have hit it, 
Jattaayoa concelv'd it, just so have I writ it 
Snce this Tve diH:over*d, I'll m?.ktr aou to know it. 
That DOW Fm your Phabus. aiid jou are my poet. 
Bn if you interpret the two line.- ihai follow, 
rn again be your poet, and you ray Apollo. 

pojdoD for ihe eXgiresi'iou to a dlgijliarv of ihe churcn. 5 
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Why a noble lord's dog, and my school-house, this wea- 
ther, 
Make up the best catch whea they're coupled together. 

From 1117 Ringsend car, Sept. 12, 1718, 
past 5 in the momiog, on a repetition 



TO THE SAME. 

BY DB. SHERIDAN. 

12 o'clock at Noon, O. S. Dec. 18, 171& 
S1R5 
Perhaps you may wonder, I send you so aooa 
Another epistle; consider 'tis noon. 
For all his acquaintance well know that friend Tom ii^ 
Whenever he makes one, as good as his promiBC. 
Kow Phoebus exalted sits high on his throne, 
Dividing the heav'ns, dividing my crown, 
Into poems and business, my skull's split in two^ 
One side for the lawyers, and t'other for you. 
With my left eye 1 see you sit snug in your stall. 
With my right I'm attending the lawyers that scrawL 
With my left I behold your bellower a cur chase ; 
With my right I'm a reading my deeds for a purchair. 
My left ear''s attending the h} mns of the choir, 
My right car is stunn'd with tlie noise of the crier. 
My right hand's inditing tliese lines to your reverence^ 
My left is indenting for me and heirs ever hence* 
AUhougli in myself I'm divided in tno, 
Dear Dean, I shall ne'er be divided from you* 
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STELLA'S BIRTH DAY. 

MARCH 13, 1718-19. 

SwwVLJL this day is thirtj-fow, 
(We sha'a't dispute a year or more) 
However, Stella, be aot troubled, 
Although thy size and years are doubled 
Since first I saw thee at sLxteen, 
The brightest virgin oq the greeo : 
So little is thy form declined ; 
Hade up so largely Id thy mind. 

O, would it please the gods to split 
Thy beauty, size, and years, aad wit 1 
No age could furnish out a pair 
Of nymphs so graceful, wise, and fair; 
With half the lustre of your eyes, 
With half your wit, your years, and size. 
And then, before it grew too late, 
How should I beg of gentle Fate, 
(That either nymph might have her swain) 
To bpiit my worship too in twain ! 



TO DR. SHERIDAN.* 

Dec. 14, 1719, nine at night. 
Sib, 
It is impossible to know by your letter whether the wine 
18 to be bottled to-morrow, or no. 

• In this letter, though wriit^ n ia prose, the reader, apon examiB- 
ivgi will fiad each second eeateace rh7me9 to the foriuer. H, 
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If it be, or be not, why did not 70U, in plain English tel 

us so? 
For my part, it was hj mere chance I came to sit wit] 

the ladiesf this night. 
And if they had not told me there was a letter from 70a 

and your man Alexander had not gone, and cami 

back from the deanery ; and the boy here had oc 

been sent to let Alexander know I was here ; I shook 

have missed the letter outright 
Truly I don't know who's bound to be sending for coiti 

to stop your bottles, with a vengeance. 
Make a page of your own age, and send your roau Alex 

ander to buy corks ; for Saunders already has gpm 

above ten jaunts. 
Mrs. Dingley and Mrs. Johnson say, truly they doo^ 

care for your wife's company, though they like yon 

wine ; but they had rather have it at tkeii- owd housi 

to drink in quiet. 
However, they own it is very civil in Mrs. Sheridan U 

make the offer ; and they cannot deny it. 
I wish Alexander safe at St. Catharine's to night, will 

all my heart and soul, upon my word and honour : 
But I think it base in you to send a poor fellow out m 

late at this lime of year, when one would not tura ou 

a dog that one valued ; I appeal to your friend Mr 

Connor. 
I would present my humble service to my lady Mount 

cashel ; but truly I thought she would have made ad 

vances to have been acquainted with me, as she pre 

tended. 
But now I can write no more, for you see plainly m] 

paper is ended. 

f Mrf. JohnsoD and Mrs. Dingier. F. 



TO DR. SHERIDAK. I8d 

1 P. S. 
I nidi, when you prated, your letter you'd dated : 
Much plague it created. I scolded and rated ; 
My soul is much grated ; for your man I long waited 
I think you are fated, like a bear to be baited : 
Tour man is belaied : the case I have stated ; 
And me you have cheated. My stable's unslated. 
Oome back t' us well freighted. 
I remember my late head ; and wbh you translatecl, 
For teaang me. 

ope; 

HiB. Dingley de&ires me singly 

Scr service to present you ; hopes that will cooteut yoQ ;• 

Bst J4^soD madam is grown a sad dame, - 

For want of your converse, and cannot send one vene, 

3P. S. 
Ton keep such a twattling with you and your bottling; 
Bit I aee the sum total, we shall ne'er have a bottle { 
The long and the short, we shall not have a quart. 
I vUi you would sigu't, that we have a pint. 
For all your colloguing,"^ I'd be glad of a kuoggin :f 
% Bit I doubt 'tis a sham ; you won't give us a dram. 
^^Tk of shine a mouth moon-ful, you won't part with a 

spoonful. 
And I must be nimble, if I can (ill my thimble. 
Too see I won't stop, till I come to a drop; 
Bat I doubt the oraculum, is a poor^supernaculum; 
Though perhaps you may tell it, for a grace if we 

smell it. 

Stella. 

* A phrase used in Ireland for a specioas appearance of kiodnes 
without ODcerity. F. 

* A nmeused io Ireland for the EogU^ quartern. F. 
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DR. SHERIDAN'S ANSWER. 

I*D have you to know, as sure as you're deap, 

On Thursday my cask of Obrien I'll drain : 

If my wife is not willing, 1 say she's a quean ; 

And my right to the cellar, egad, I'll maintain 

As bravely as any that fought at Dunblain : 

Go tell her it over and over again. 

I hope, as I ride to the town, it won't rain ; 

For, should it, I fear it will cool my hot brain, 

Entirely extinguish my poetic vein ; 

And then I should be as stupid as Kain, 

Who preach'd on three heads, tliough he mendon'd 

twain. 
Now "Wardel's in haste, and begins to complain ; 
Toiu: most humble servant, dear sir, I remain, 

T. S— > 

Get Helsham, Walmsley, Delany, 
And some G rattans, if there be any :* 
Take care you do not bid too many. 



DR. SWIFT'S REPLY. 

THE verses you sent on the bottling your wine 

Were, in every one's judgment, exceedingly fine ; 

And I must confess, as a dean and divine, 

I think you inspired by the Muses all nine. 

I nicely examined them every line. 

And the worst of tliem all like a barndoor did shiDc, 

* i. €. in DubllD, for they were country clergy. F. 
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#, that Jove would ^ive roc such a talent as thioe ! 

With Delauj or Dan I would scorn to combine. 

I know they have inanj a wicked design ; 

Andy give Satan his due, Dan begins to refine. 

However, I wish, honest comrade of mine, 

You would really on Thursday leave Si. Catliarine,* 

Where I hear you are cramm'd every day like a swine,* 

linth me you'll no more have a stomach to dine, 

^or alter your victuals lie sleeping supine : 

So I wish you were toothless, like lord Masscrine. 

But, were you as wicked as lewd Aretine, 

I widi you would tell me which way jou incliac. 

U| when you return, your road you don't line, 

On Thursday I'll pay my respects at your shriuei 

Wherever you bend, wherever you twine, 

In square, or in opposite circle, or trine. 

Tour beef will on Thursday be salter than brine : 

I hope you have swllfd, with new milk from the kine, 

Ai much as the Liffee's outdone by the Rhine; 

And Dan shall be with us, with nose aquiline. 

If you do not come back, we shall weep out our eync ,* 

Or may your gown never be good Luther ine. 

The beef you have got, I hear, is a chine : 

But, if too many come, your madam will whine; 

And then you may kiss the low end of her spine. 

But enough of this poetry Alexandrine: 

I hope you will not think this a pasquine. 

* The Kat of Lady Mouctcasbel, near Dublin. F 
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STELLA'S BIRTH DAT. 1719-26- 

ALL travellers at first ioclioe 

Where'er they see the fairest sign : 

And if they find the chambers neat, 

And like the liquor and the meat, 

Will call again, and recommend 

The Angel Inn to every friend. 

What though the painting grows decay'-d, 

'The house will never lose its trade : 

J^ay, though the treacherous tapster Thoma^ 

Hangs a new Angel two doors from us, 

As fine as dauber's hands can make it, 

In hopes that strangers may mistake it^ 

We think it both a shame and sin 

To quit the true old Angel Inn. 

Now this is Stella's case in fact, 
An angel's face a little crack'd, 
Could poets or could painters fix 
How angels look at thirty-six : 
This drew us in at first to find 
In such a form an angel's mind ; 
And every virtue now supplies 
The fainting rays of Stella's eyes. 
See at her levee crowding swains, 
Whom Stella freely entertains 
With breeding, humour, wit, and sense^ 
And puts them but to small expense ; 
Their mind so plentifully fills. 
And makes such reasonable bills. 
So little gets for what she gives. 
We really wonder how she lives ! 
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And had lier stock beep less, do doubt 
She must have long ago run out. 

Then who can think we'll qidt the place, 
When Doll hangs out a newer face ; 
Or stop and light at Cloe's head, 
With fioraps and leavings to be fed ? 

Then, Cloe, still go on to prate 
Of thirty-six, and thirty-eight ; 
Pnnue jour trade of scandal-picking, 
Tour hints, that Stella is no chicken ; 
Your innuendoes, when you tell us, 
That Stella loves to talk with fellows : 
And let me warn you to believe 
A troth, for which your soul should grieve ; 
That should you live to see the day. 
When Stella's locks must all be gray, 
When sf^e must print a furrow'd tiace 
Oo every feature of her face; 
Though you, and all your senseless tribe, 
Could art, or time, or nature bribe. 
To make you look like Beauty's Queen, 
And hold for ever at fifteen ; 
No bloom of youth can ever blind 
The cracks and wrinkles of your mind : 
-..All men of sense will pass your door, 
And crowd to Stella's at fourscore. 



TO STELLA, 

WHO COLLECTED AND TRANSCRIBED UI8 POEMS, ]72Qf 

As, when a lofty pile is raas'd. 
We never hear the workmen prais'd, 
i Who bring the lime, or place the stones, 
But all adnure Inigo Jones : 

L _ 
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So, if tWs pile of scatter'd rhymes 
Should be approv'd in aftertimes ; 
If it both pleases and endures, 
The merit and the praise are yours. 

Thou, Stella, wert no longer young, 
When first for thee my harp was strung, 
W^ithout one word of Cupid's darts. 
Of killing eyes, or bleeding hearts ; 
With Friendship and Esteem possessed, 
I ne'er admitted Love a guest. 

In all the habitudes of life, 
The friend, the mistress, and the wife, 
Variety we stil! pursue, 
In pleasure seek for somethiog new j 
Or else, comparing with the rest. 
Take comfort, that our own is best ; 
The best we value by the worst. 
As tradesmen show their trash at first ; 
But his pursuits arc at an end, 
Whom Stella cliooses for a friend. 

A poet starving in a garret, 
Conning all topics like a parrot. 
Invokes his Mistress and his Muse, 
And stays at home for want of shoes : 
Should but his Muse descending drop 
A slice of bread and mutton-chop ; 
Or kindly, when his credit's out, 
Surprise him with a pint of stout ; 
Or patch his broken stocking soals^ 
Or send him in a peck of coals ; 
Exalted in his mighty mind, 
lie flies, and leaves the stars behind ; 
Counts all his labours am[)ly paid, 
Adores her for the tlmelj aid. 
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Or, should a porter make inquiries 
For Chloe, S jivia, Phyllis, Iris ; 
Be told the lodging, lane, and sign. 
The bowers that liold those nymplis divine; 
Fair Chloe would perhaps be found 
^Tlth footmen tippling under ground; 
The charming Sylvia beating flax. 
Her shoulders mark'd with bloody tracks ; 
Bright Phyllis mending ragged smocks; 
And radiant Iris in the pox. 
These are tlie goddesses enrolled 
Id Ciurirs collection, new and old. 
Whose scoundrel fatliers would not know 'em. 
If they should meet them in a poem. 
True poets can depress and raise. 
Are lords of infamy and praise; 
They are not scurrilous in satire, 
Kor will in panegyric flatter. 
Uojustly poets we asperse ; 
Tnith shines the brighter clad in verse, 
And all the fictions they pursue 
Do but insinuate what is true. 

Xow, should my praises owe their tnitli, 
To beauty, dress, or pauit. or youth, 
What stoics call without oiu: pewcr. 
They could not be iusur'd an hour : 
'Twere grafting on an acuual stock, 
That must our expectation mock. 
And. makiuff one luxtaiaut shoot. 
Die the next year for want of root : 
Before I could my verses bring. 
Perhaps you're quite a u other thing. 

So Mxvius, when he draiu'd his skull 
To celebnte some suburb trull, 
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His similes in order set. 

And every crambo he could get, 

Had gone through all the common places 

Worn out by wits, who rhyme on faces, 

Before he could his poem close, 

The lovely nymph had lost her nose. 

Your virtues safely I commend ; 
They on no accidents depend : 
Let malice look with all her eyes, 
She dares not say the poet lies. 

Stella, when you these lines transcribe 
Lest you should take them for a bribe, 
Resolv'd to mortify your pride, 
I'll here expose your weaker side : 

Your spirits kindle to a flame, 
Mov'd with the lightest touch of blame ; 
And when a friend in kindness tries 
To show you where your en*or lies. 
Conviction does but more incense ; 
Perverseness is your whole defence ; 
Tnith, judgment, wit, give place to spite 
Hegardless both of wrong and right ; 
Your virtues all suspended wait 
Till time has opeu'd reason's gate ; 
And, what is worse, your passion bends 
Its force against your nearest friends, 
Which manners, decency, and pride, 
Have taught you from the worM to hide 
In vain ; for sec, your friend has brought 
To public light your only fault ; 
And yet a fault we often find 
Mix^d in a nnl 1 generous mind : 
And may compare to ^Etna's fire, 
Which, though with trembling, all admire 
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The beat, that makes the summit glow, 
EorichiQg all the vales below. 
Those who in wanner climes complain 
From Phcebus' rajs they suffer pain, 
Must own that pain is largely padd 
Bj generous wines beneath a shade. 

Tet, when I find your passions rise, 
ijid anger sparkling in jour ejes, 
I grlere those spirits should be spent, 
For nobler ends bj nature meant. 
One passion, with a different tiun. 
Makes wit inflame, or anger burn : 
So the sun^s heat, with different powers, 
Ripens the grape, the liquor soiurs : 
Thus Ajax, when with rage possessed 
Bj Pallas breath'd into his breast, 
ffis valoiur would no more employ. 
Which might alone have conquered Troj ^ 
Bat, blinded bj resentment, seeks 
For vengeance on his friends the Greekd. 

You think thb turbulence of blood 
From stagnating preserves the flood. 
Which, thus fermenting bj degrees, 
Exalts the spirits, sinks the lees. 

Stella, for once jou reason wrong ; 
For, should this ferment last too long, 
Bj time subsiding, jou niaj find 
Nothing but acid left behind ; 
From passion jou may then be freed. 
When peevbhness and spleen succeed. 
Say, Stella, when jou copj next. 
Will JOU keep strictl j to the text ? 
Dare jou let these reproaches stand, 
And to your failing set jour hand ? 

VOL* X. K 
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Or, if these lines your anger fire, 
Shall they in baser flames expire ? 
Whene'er they burn, if burn they muslj 
They'll prove my accusation just. 



TO STELLA. 

VISITING HE IN MY SICKNESS. 1720. 

PALLAS, observing Stella's wit 
Was more than for her sex was fit. 
And that her beauty, soon or late, 
Might breed confusion in the state. 
In high concern for human kind, 
Fix'd honour in her infant mind. 

But (not in wranglings to engage 
With such a stupid vicious age) 
If honour I would here define. 
It answers faith in things divine. 
As natural life the body warms. 
And, scholars teach, the soul informs; 
So honour animates the whole, 
And is the spirit of the soul. 

Those numerous virtues, which the tribe 
Of tedious moralists describe. 
And by such vaiious titles call, 
True honour comprehends them all. 
Let melancholy rule supreme, 
Choler preside, or blood, or plilegm, 
It makes no difference in tlie case, 
Nor is complexion honour's place. 

But, lest we should for honour take 
The drunken quarrels of a rake; 
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Or think it seated in a scar. 

Or OQ a proud triumphal car ; 

Or in the payment of a debt 

We lose with sharpers at piquet ; 

Or when a whore, in her vocation, 

Keeps punctual to an assignation ; 

Or that on which his lordship swears, 

When vulgar knaves would lose their eai-s ; 

Let Stella's fair example preach 

A lesson she alone can teach. 

In points of honour to be tri'd. 
All passions must be laid aside : 
Ask no advice, but think alone ; 
Suppose the question not jour own. 
How shall I act, is not the case ; 
But how would Brutus in my place ? 
In such a case would Cato bleed ? 
And how would Socrates proceed ? 

Drive all objections from your mind. 
Else you relapse to human kind : 
Ambition, avarice, and lust, 
A factious rage, and breach of trust, 
And flattery tipp'd with nauseous flee^ 
And guilty shame, and servile fear, 
Envy, and cruelty, and pride. 
Will in your tainted heart preside. 

Heroes and heroines of old. 
By honour only were enroU'd 
Among their brethren in the skies. 
To wMch (though late) shall Stella rise. 
Ten thousand oaths upon record 
Are not so sacred as her word : 
The world shall in its atoms end^ 
Ere Stella can deceive a iiriend. 
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By honour seated in her breast 
She still determiDes what is best : 
What indignation in her mind 
Against enslavers of mankind ! 
Base kings, and ministers of state. 
Eternal objects of her hate ! 

She thinks that nature ne'er designM 
Courage to man alone confin'd. 
Can cowardice her sex adorn, 
Which most exposes ours to scorn ? 
She wonders where the charm appears 
In Florimel's aflfected fears ; 
For Stella never learn'd the art 
At proper times to scream and start ; 
Not calls up all the house at night. 
And swears she saw a thing in white. 
Doll never flics to cut her lace, 
Or throw cold water in her face, 
Because she fieard a sudden drum, 
Or found an earwig in a plum. 

Her hearers are amazM from whence 
Proceeds that iiind of wit and sense ; 
Which, though her modesty should shroud, 
Breaks like the sun behind a cloud ; 
While gracefulness its art conceals, 
And yet through every motion steals. 

Say, Stella, was Prometheus blind, 
And, forming you, mistook your kind ? 
No; 'twas for you alone he stole 
The fire that forms a manly soul; 
Then, to complete it every way, 
He moulded it with female clay : 
To that you owe the nobler flame, 
To this the beauty of your frame. 
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How would ingratitude delight, 
And how would censure glut her spite, 
If I should Stella's kindness hide 
Iq silence, or forget with pride ! 
When on mj sickly couch I lay 
Impatient both of night and day, 
Lamenting in unmanly strains, 
Call'd every power to ease my pains ; 
Then Stella ran to my relief. 
With cheerful face and inwaid grief; 
And, though by Heaven's severe decree 
She suffers hourly more than mc, 
No cruel master could require. 
From slaves employ'd for daily hire. 
What Stella, \>y her friendship warm'd, 
With vigour and delight perform'd : 
My sinking spirits now supplies 
With cordials in her hands and eyes ; 
Now with a soft and silent tread 
Unheard she moves about my bed. 
I see her taste each nauseous draught, 
And so obligingly am caught ; 
I bless the hand from whence they came, 
JNTor dai-e distort my face for shame. 

Best pattern of true friends ! beware ; 
You pay too dearly for your care. 
If, while your tenderness secures 
My life, it must endanger yours; 
For such a fool was never found. 
Who puH'd a palace to the ground. 
Only to have the ruins made. 
Materials for a house decayed. 
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AN ELEGY, 

ON THE DEA.TH OF DEMAR, THE USURER; 

WHO DIED THE SIXTH OF JULY, 1720. 

Know all men by these presents, Death the amer, 

By mortgage has secur'd the corpse of Demar : 

Nor can four hundred thousand sterling pound 

Redeem him from his prison under ground. 

His heirs might well, of all his wealth possessMj 

Bestow to bury him one iron chest. 

Plutus the god of wealth will joy to know 

His faithful steward in the shades below. 

He walk'd the streets, and wore a threadbare cloak; 

He din'd and supp^l at charge of other folk : 

And^by his looks, had he held out his palms, 

He might be thougtit an object fit for alms. 

So, to the poor if he refus'd his pelf. 

He us'd them full as kindly as himself. 

Where'er he went, he never saw his betters ; 
Lords, knights, and squires, were all his humbU 

debtors ; 
And under hand and seal the Irish nation 
Were forc'd to own to him their obligation. 

He that could once have half a kingdom bougbt, 
In half a minute is not worth a groat. 
His coffers fi*om the coffin could not save, 
Nor all his interest keep him from the grave. 
A golden monument would not be right. 
Because we wish the eailh upon him light. 

Oh London tavern !^ thou hast lost a friend, 
Though in thy walls he ne'er did farthing spend : 

^ A tavern in Dublin, where Demar kept bit office. ?■ 
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He tanch'd the pence, ivhen others touch'd the pot ; 
The hand that sign'd the mortgage paid the shot. 

Old as he was, no vulgar known disease 
On him could ever boast a power to seize ; 
^ Bat, as he weigh'd his gold, grim Death in spight 
Cast in his dart, which made three moidores light ; 
And, as he saw his darling money fail, 
Blew his last breath, to sink the lighter scale." 
He who so long was current, 'twould be strange 
If he should now be cryM down since his change. 

The sexton shall green sods on thee bestow ; 
Ahii the sexton is thy banker now ! 
A dismal banker must that banker be, 
Who gives no bills but of mortality ! 



EPITAPH ON THE SAME. 

Beneath this verdant hillack lies 
Demar,t the wealthy and the wise, 
His heirs, that he might safely rest, 
Have put his carcass in a chest ; 
The very chest, in Mhich, they say. 
His other self, his money, lay. 
And, if his heirs continue kind 
To that dear self he left behind, 
I dare believe, that four in five 
Will think his better half alive. 

• These four Unes were written by Stella. F. 

t J(^n D'Amory, Esq. dying in 1720 without issue, his estates itt 
Ireland went to John, the e.ld«'st son of his brother G«x>r8;e ; and his 
Donetshire estates to Joseph, a younger son, the immediate aneertOr 
if the preient Earl of Dorchester. N. 
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TO MRS. HOUGHTON OF BOURMONT. 

ON PRAISING HER HUSBAND TO DR. 8WITT. 

You always are making a God of your Spouse ; 
But this Deither Reason nor Conscience allows : 
Perhaps you will say, 'tis in gratitude due. 
And you adore him, because he adores you. 
Tour argument's weak, and so you will find ; 
For you, by this rule, must adore all mankindlL 



VERSES WRITTEN 035r A WIIfJDOW; 

AT THE DEANERY HOUSE, ST. PATRICK'S. 

Are the guests of thb house still doom'd to be cheated? 
Sure the Fates have decreed they by halves should be 

treated. 
In the days of good John,"^ if you came here to dine^ 
You had choice of good meat, but no choice of good 

wine. 
In Jonathan's reign, if you come here to eat. 
You have choice of good wine, but no choice of good 

meat. 
O Jove t then how fully might all sides be blest, 
Would'st thou but agi-ee to this humble request ! 
Put both deans in one ; or, if that's too much trouble^ 
Instead of the deans, make the deanery double. 

** Dr. Sterne, the predecessor of Swift in the deanery of St Fa- 
trick*9, and afterward Bishop of Clogher, wai distinguiihed for hit 
bwpitality. F. "• 
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ON A>'OTHER WINDOW.* 

A'^ARD, oa whom Phoebus his spirit bestow'd, 
BaolTing t' acknowledge the bouotj he ow*d, 
FoBiid out a new method at once of coufessiog, 
And oiakiag the most of so mighty a blessing : 
To the God he*d be srateful ; but oiortals heM choiise» 
By BMiting his patron preside in his house ; 
And wisely foresaw thb advantage from thence, 
Thntihe God would in honour bear most of th** expense •. 
So the bard he finds drink, and leaves Phoebus to treat 
Wxh the thoughts he inspires, r^ardlessof meat. 
Heoce they, that come hither e3cpecting to dine, 
ire always fobbed off with sheer wit and sheer wine. 



APOLLO TO THE DEAN. 1720.t 

Right trusty, and so fonh — we let you to know 
We are very ill us'd b}' you mortals be.ow. 
For. first, I have often by chymists been told, 
Thoagh I know nothing ou't. it is I that make gold; 
Which when vou have «:ou vou so carefutlv hide it. 
That, Slice I was boru, I hardly have spi*d it. 
Then it must be allowed, thai, whenever I shine, 
I farward the grass, and I ripen the vine; 
To me the good fellows apply for relief. 
Without whom they could get neither claret nor l>eef : 



Uaes were writie:i by Dr. Delioy, in c-xijaactioa with 
and .jweceded ta»«: whi;': here to!'.ox i'^eii. .\ 
tlie :'oWo»iai: p'X'j occa-ixi^ bjr ttii*, c.uUd " IS'e^r} from 
,*» wriit«a by D:. DtUny. >". 
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Yet their wine and their victuals those curmudgeot 

lubbards 
Lock up from my sight ia cellars and cupboards. 
That I have au ill eye, they wickedly think, 
And taint all their meat, and sour all their drink. 
But, thirdly and lastly, it must be allowM, 
I alone can inspire the poetical crowd : 
This is gratefully own'd by each boy in the collie. 
Whom if I inspire, it is not to my knowledge. 
This every pretender to rhyme will admit, 
Without troubling his head about judgment or wit 
These gentlemen use me with kindness and freedom^ 
And as for their works, when I please I may read 'em. 
They lie open on purpose on counters and stalls, 
And the titles I view, when I shine on the wallg. 
But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany, 
Whom I for your sake love better than any, 
And, of my mere motion and special good grace. 
Intended in tijne to succeed in your place, 
On Tuesday the tenth seditiously came 
With a certain false traitress, one Stella by name. 
To tlie deanery liou' e, and on the north glass, 
Where for fear of the cold I never can pass, 
Then and lh<;rc, vi d armis^ with a certain utensil. 
Of value five shillings, in English a pencil. 
Did maliciously, falsely, and traitorously write. 
While Siella aforesaid stood by wiih a light. 
My sister had lately depos'd upon oath, 
That she stojjp'd in her course to look at them both : 
That Stella was helping, abetting, and aiding; 
And still, as he writ, stood smiling and reading: 
That her eyes were as bright as myself at noonday. 
But her graceful black locks were all mingled with gray 
And by the description I certainly know, 
'Tis tlw nymph that I courted some ten years ago; 
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Whom when I with the best of my taleats endu'd 

00 her promise of yielding, she acted the prude: 
That some veises were writ with felonious intent, 
IXrect to the north, where I never yet went : 

That the letters appearM reyersM through the pane. 
But in Stella's bright eyes they were placed right again : 
Wherein ^e distinctly could read every line, 
And presently gness'd that the fancy was mine. 
She can swear to the person, whom oft she has seen 
At night between CavaD-street and College-green. 
Now you see why his verses so seldom are shown ; 
The reason is plain, they are none of his own : 
And observe while you live, that no man is shy 
To discover the goods he came honestly by. 
If I light on a thought, he will certainly steal it, 
And, when he has got it, find ways to conceal it : 
Of all the fine things he keeps in the dark. 
There's scarce one in ten but what has my mark ; 
And let them be seen by the world if he dare, 
rn make it appear that they're all stolen ware. 
Bat as for the poem he writ on your sash, 

1 think I have now got him under my lash ; 
My sister transcribed it last night to his sorrow. 
And the public shall see it, if I live till to-moiTow. 
Through the zodiac around, it shall quickly be spread 
lo all parts of the j^lobe where your language is read. 
He knows very well, 1 ccYr gave a refusal. 

When be ask'd for m)' aid in the forms that ai-e usual : 
But the secret is this ; I did lately intend 
To write a few vei-scs on you as my friend ; 
I studied a fortnight, before I could find, 
As I rode in my chaiiot, a thought to my mind. 
And resolv'd the next winter (for that is my time, 
When the days are at shortest) to get it iu rhyme ; 

K 3 
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Till then it was lock'd in my box at Parnassus; 
When that subtle companion, in hopes to surpass us, 
Cont'ejs out mj paper of hints bj a trick, 
(For I think in my conscience he deals with Old Nick) 
And from my own stock provided with topics, 
He gets to a window beyond both the tropics. 
There out of my sight, just against the north zone. 
Writes down my conceits, and then calls them his owor 
And you, like a booby, the bubble can swallow: 
Now who but Delany can write like Apollo ? 
High treason by statute ! yet here you object^ 
He only stole hints, but the verse is correct ; 
Though the thought be ApoUo^s, 'tis finely expreasMf 
So a thief steals my horse, and has him well dressed. 
Now, whereas the sad criminal seems past repentano^ 
We Fhc^us think fit to proceed to his sentence. 
Since Delany has darM, like Prometheus his sire^ 
To climb to our region, and thence to steal fire ; 
We order a vulture, in shape of the spleen, 
To prey on his liver, but not to be seen. 
And we order our subjects of every degree 
To believe all his verses were written by me : 
And under the pain of our highest displeasure. 
To call nothing his but the rhyme and the measure.. 
And lastly, for Stella, just out of her prime, ^ 

I'm too much revenged already by time. 
In return to her scorn, I sent her diseases, 
But will now be her friend whenever she pleases : 
And the gifts I bestow'd her will find her a lover» 
Though she lives till she's gray as a badger all over. 
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NEWS FROM PARNASSUS. 

BT DR. DELANY. 
«0CA8I0NBD BT ^ APOLLO TO THE DEAN."^ 1 720. 

Parnassus, February the Iwentj-seveDth. 
The Poets assembled here on the eleventh, 
CoDvened hj Apollo, who gave them to know, 
HeM have a vicegerent io his empire below; 
Bat declared that no bard should this honour inherit, 
!RI1 the rest had agreed he surpassed them in merit : 
Row this, you'll allow, was a difficult case. 
For each bard believed he'd a right to the place ; 
So^ finding th' assembly grow warm in debate, 
He put them in mind of hb Phaeton's fate : 
Twas urg'd to no purpose ; disputes higher rose, 
Scuce Phoebus himself could their quarrels compose ^ 
Till at length he detcrmin'd that every bard 
Siiould (each in his turn) be patiently heard. 

First, one who believ'd he excell'd in translation,! 
Foonds his claim on the doctrine of man's transmigra- 
tion: 
" Since the soul of great Milton was given to me, 
I hope the Convention will quickly agree." 
^ Agree !'* quoth Apollo : *^ from whence is this fool? 
iihe just come from reading Pythagoras at school ? 
Be gone, sir, youVe got your subscriptions in time, 
And giyen in return neither reason nor rhyme. 

* See the preceding poem. N. 
t Dr. Trapp. N. 
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To the next, says the God, '' Though now I won't choos^ 

you, 
I'll tell you the reason for which I refuse you: 
Love's Goddess has oft to her parents complain'd. 
Of my favouring a bard who her empire disdaio'd; 
That, at my instigation, a poem you writ. 
Which to beauty and youth preferr'd judgment and Wit; 
That, to make you a Laureat, I gave the first yoice, 
inspiring the Britons t'approve of my choice. 
Jore sent her to me, her power to try; 
The Goddess of beauty what God can deny P 
She forbids your preferment ; I grant her desire* 
Appease the fair Goddess : you then may rise hip^ier/' 
The next* that appear'd had good hopes of succeed" 

For he merited much for his wit and his breeding, 
'Twas wise in the Britons no favour to show bfm^ 
He else might expect they should pay what they cUrt 

him. 
And therefore they prudently chose to discard 
The Patriot, whose merits they would not reward : 
The God, with a smile, bade his favourite advance^ 
" You were sent by Astnea her envoy to France : 
Tou bent yoiu* ambition to rise in the state ; 
I refuse you, because you could stoop to be great" 

Then a bard who had been a successful translatofyf 
" The convention allows me a versificator." 
Says Apollo, " You mention the least of your merit; 
By your works it appears you have much of my qpicit 
I esteem you so well, that to tell you the truth, 
The greatest obiection against you's your youth : 
Then be not concern'd you are now laid aside ; 
If you live, you shall certainly one day preside.'* 

*|^. Prior. N. I Mr. PopewaiprobablfbereMtaat N. 
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Another, low bending, Apollo thus greets, 
'^'Twas I taught your subjects to \ialk through the 

streets.*^ 
** Too taught tliem to walk ! why, they knew it before : 
But give me the bard that can teach them to soar. 
Whenever he claims^ 'tis his right, I*U confess, 
Who lately attempted my style with success ; 
Who writes like Apollo has most of his spirit, 
And therefore 'tis just I distinguish his merit; 
Who makes it appear, by all he has writ. 
His judgment alone can set bounds to his wit ; 
JAe Virgil correct, with his own native ease, 
Bit excels even Virgil in elegant praise ; 
Who admires the ancients, and knows 'tis their due, 
Tct writes in a manner entirely new ; 
Though none with more ease their depths can explore. 
Yet whatever he Wants he takes from my store ; 
Thoagh I'm fond of his virtues, his pride I can see, 
Ib scorning to borrow from any but me. 
It is owing to this, tliat, like Cynthia, his lays 
Edig^ten the world by reflecting my rays.'' 
Tins said, the whole audience soon found out his drift : 
Thecoavention was summon'd in favour of Swift. 

• BCr. Gay ; aUsdSog to kii " Triria.** NT 
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APOLLO'S EDICT * 

OCCASIONED BY ''NEWS FROM PARNASSVS.^ 172 

Ireland is now our ro^al care, 
We lately fix'd our viceroy there : 
How near was she to be undone. 
Till pious love inspired her son ! 
What cannot our vicegerent do, 
As poet and as patriot too ? 
Let his success our subjects sway, 
Our inspirations to obey, 
And follow where he leads the way ; 
Then study to correct your taste ; 
Nor beaten paths be longer trac'd. 

No simile shall be begun. 
With rising or with setting sun ; 
And let the secret head of Nile 
Be ever banish'd from your isle. 

When wretched lovers live on air, 
I beg youUl the chameleon spare ; 
And when you'd make a hero grander. 
Forget he's like a salamander. 

No son of mine shall dare to say, 
Aurora usher'd in the day, 
Or ever name the milky-way. 

Tou all agree, I make no doubt, 
Elijah's mantle is worn out. 

* The last twelve lines of this poem were printed separattl 
1743, on the death of Lady Catharine Forbes, only daughter oi 
thnr, first Earl of Granard, (descended from the noble family of F( 
in Scotland.) She was the second lady of Arthur, third Earl of E 
gal ; and died, June 13, 1743. N. 
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The bird of Jove shall toil oo more 
To teach the humble wren to soar. 
Your tragic heroes shall oot raot, 
Nor shepherds use poetic cant. 
Simplicity alone can grace 
The manners of the rural race. 
Theocritus and Philips be 
Tour guides to true simplicity. 

When Damon's soul shall take its fiigh^ 
Though poets have the second sight, 
They shall not see a trail of light. 
Nor shall the vapours upward rise, 
Kor a new star adorn the skies : 
For who can hope to place one ther^ 
As glorious as BAlioda's hair ? 
Yet, if his name youM eternize. 
And must exalt him to the skies; 
Without a star this may be done : 
So Tickell moum'd his Addison. 

If Anna's happy reign you praise; 
Fny, not a vord of halcyon days; 
Nor let my votaries show their skill 
Id aping lines from Cooper's Hill ; 
For know, I cannot bear to hear 
The mimickry of deep, yet clear. 

Whene'er my viceroy is address'd> 
Against the phcenix I protest* 
When poets soar in youthful strains, 
No Phaeton to hold the reins. 

When you describe a lovely girl. 
No lips of coral, teeth of pearl. 

Cupid shall ne'er mistake another, 
However beauteous, for his mother ; 
Nor shall his darts at random fly 
From magazine in Celia's eye. 
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With womeD compounds I am cIoT^d, 
Which only pleas'd in Biddy Floyd.* 
For foreign aid what need th^ roam, 
Whom fate has amply blest at home? 

Unerring Heaven, with bounteous hand, 
Has form'd a model for your land, 
Whom Jove endow'd with every grace ; 
The glory of the Granard race; 
Now destin'd by the powers divine 
The blessing of another line. 
Then, would you paint a matchless damc^ 
Whom you'd consign to endless fame? 
Invoke not Cytherea's aid. 
Nor borrow from the blue-ey'd maid; 
Nor need you on the Graces can ; 
Take qualities from Donegal. 



THE RUN UPON THE BANKERS, 17» 

THE bold encroachers on the deep, 
Gain by degrees huge tracts of land, 

Till Neptune, with one general sweep. 
Turns all again to barren strand. 

The multitude's capricious pranks, 

Are said to represent the seas; 
Which, breaking bankers and the banks, 

Resume their own whene'er they please. 

Money, the life-blood of the nation, 
Corrupts and stagnates in the veins, 

Ai4c«irdtbeb«pp7coapfiUtkaFl0fd.*' Step. SO. K. 
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Unless a proper circulation, 
Its motion and its heat maintains^ 

Because 'tis lordly not to pay, 

Quakers and aldermen in state, 
Like peers, have levees every day 

Of duns attending at their gate. 

We want our money on the nail ; 

The banker's ruin'd if he pays : 
They seem to act an ancient tale ; 

The birds are met to strip the jays. 

Bkhes, the wisest monarch sings, 
** Make pinions for themselves to fly :*' 

They fly like bats on parcliment wings. 
And geese their silver plumes supply. 

No money left for squandering heirs ! 

Bills turn the lenders into debtors : 
The wish of Nero now is theirs, 

^ That they had never known their letters*" 

Conceive the works of midnight hags. 
Tormenting fools behind their backs : 

Thus bankers, o'er their bills and bags, 
Sit squeezing images of wax. 

Conceive the whole enchantment bi'oke ? 

The witches left in open air, 
With power no more than other folk, 

Exposed with all their magic ware« 

A So powerful are a banker's bills, 

Where creditors demand their due^ 
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They break up couDters, dooi*8, and tills, 
And leave the empty chests in view. 

Thus when an earthquake lets in light 

Upon the god of gold and Hell, 
Unable to endure the sight. 

He hides within his darkest cell. 

As when a conjurer takes a lease 

From Satan for a term of years. 
The tenant's in a dismal case. 

Whene'er the bloody bond appears. 

A baited banker thus desponds, 
From his own hand foresees his fall ; 

They have his soul, who have his bonds ; 
'Tis like the writing on the wall. 

How will tlie caitiff wretch be scarM, • 
When first he fiuds himself awake 

At the last trumpet, unprepared. 
And all his grand account to mak« { 

For in that universal call. 

Few bankers will to Heaven be mounters : 
They'll cry, " Ye shops, upon us fall ! 

" Conceal and cover us, ye counters *' 

When other hands the scales shall hold, 
And they, in men's and angels' sight 

Produc'd with all their bills and gold, 
'' Weigh'd in the balance, and found light!?' 
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THE DESCRIPTION OF AN IRISH FEAST. 

TBAKSLATED AJLMOST LITERALLY OUT OF THB 
O&IGIKAL 111I8H. 1720. 

O'Roukk's noble fare 

Will ne'er be forgot, 
Bj those who were there, 

Or those who were Dot 

"Hh revels to keep, 
We sup and we dine 
— On seven score riieep, 

Fat bullocks and swine. 

Usquebaugh to our feast 

In pails was brought up, 
A hundred at least. 

And a madder* our cup. 

O there is the sport t 

We rise with the light 
In disorderly sort. 

From snoring all night 

O how was I trick'd ! 

Mj pipe it was broke. 
My pocket was pick'd, 

I lost my new cloak. 



• A wooden resiel. F. 
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I'm rifled, quoth Nell. 

Ofmaiitle andkercher:* 
Why then fare them well. 

The de'el take the searcher. 

Come harper, strike up ; 

But, first, by your favour, 
Boy, give us a cup : 

Ah ! this hath some savour. 

O'Rourk's jolly boys 
Ne*er dreamt of the matter, 

'Till, rous'd by the noise, 
And musical clatter. 

They bounce firom their nest, 

No longer will tarry, 
They rise ready dress'd. 

Without one Ave-Mary. 

They dance in a round, 
Cutting capers and ramping ; 

A mercy the ground 
Did not burst with their stamping. 

The floor is all wet 
With leaps and with jumps, 

While the water and sweat 
Splish-splash in their pumps. 

* A cereriuz of linen worn on the hetdi of thewoaai. 
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BlesB 70a late and evly, 

Laii^gfaHo O'Enag^!* 
By my baodyf jou dance rarely, 

Mai|;ei7 Grinagm.^ 

Bring straw for our bed. 

Shake it down to the feet^ 
Then orer us spread 

The winnowing sheet* 

Tosliow I don't flinch. 

Fill the bowl up again ; 
Then give us a pinch 

Of jour snee^ng, a Yean.f| 

Good Lord! whatasig^t. 

After all their good cheer. 
For people to fight 

In the midst of their teer! 

They rise from their feast. 

And hot are thtir braim^ 
A cubit at least 

The length of their skeans.*^ 

What stabs and what cuts, 

What clattering of sticks; 
What strokes on the guts, 

What bastings and kicks ! 

* The name of an Irish man^ 
t An Irish oath. F. 

The name of an Irish woman. F. 

Surname of an Irish woman. P. 
** Daggers, or diort gwordi. F. 
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With cudgels of oak. 
Well hardeuM in flame, 

A hundred beads broke, 
A hundred struck lame. 

You churl, I'll maintain 
My father built Lusk, 

The castle of Slane, 
And Carrick Drumrusk : 

The earl of Kildare, 

And Moynalta his brother, 

As great as they are, 

I was Durs'd by their mother."** 

Ask that of old madam ; 

She'll tell you who's who, 
As far up as Adam, 

She knows it is true. 

Come down with that beam. 
If cudgels are scarce, 

A blow on the weam. 
Or a kick on the a — se. 



* It is the custom ia Freland to call nurfles, foflter-mothen ; t 
hosbands, foster-fathers; and their children, foster-brotben or in 
sitters ; and thus the poorest claim kindred to the richest. F. 
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AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG, 

ON A SEDITIOUS PAMPHLET.* 1 729. 
To theTuneof "Packington'8 Pound." 

BROCADOES and damasks, and tabbies, and gauze?) 

Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought over, 
With forty thiugs more : now hear what the law says, 
Whoe'er will not wear them, b not the king's lover. 
Tliough a printer and dean •^' 

Seditiously mean 
Our true Irish hearts from old England to wean ; ^ 
Well buy English silks, for our wives and our dauglRrs, 
Ib spite of his deauship, and journeyman Waters. 

In England the dead in woollen are clad. 

The dean and his printer then let us cry fye on ; 
To be cloth'd like a carcass, would make a Tcaguo 
mad, 
Since a living dog better is than a dead lion. 
Our wives they grow sullen 
At wearing of woollen. 
And all we poor shopkeepers must our horns pull in. 
Then we'll buy English silks, fdr our wives and oUr 

daughters, 
In spite of his deanship, and journeyman Waters. 

* ** Proposal for the universal use of Irish manufactures," for whieh 
Watenthe prioter was aevereiy prosecuted. See vol. XII. |f*. 

-rou x: I. 
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Whoever our trading with England would hinder, 
To inflame both the nations do plainly conspire^ 
Because Irish linen will soon turn to tinder, 
And wool it is greasy, and quickly takes fa-e. 
Therefore I assure ye, 
Our noble grand jury, 
When they saw the dean's book, they were in a great 

fury ; 
I'hey Avould buy English silks, for their wives and their 

daughters. 
In spite of his deanship, and journeyman Waters* 

This wicked rogue Waters, who always is sinning, 

Ad before corum nobis so oft has been call'd, 
Henceforward shall print neither pamphlets nor linen, 
|ted, if swearing can do't, shall be swiugingly maulM :. 
And as for the dean. 
You know whom I mean, 
If the printer will peach him, he'll scarce come oiTcleaD. 
Then we'll buy English silks, for our wives and our 

daughters, 
In spite of his deanship, and journeyman Watersw 



THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 1720, 

When first Diana leaves her bed. 
Vapours and steams her look disgrace, 

A frowzy dirty -colour'd red 
t?its on her cloudy wrinkled face : 



THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTT. 21 # 

Bat, by degrees, when mounted high, 

Her artificial face appears 
DowD from her window in the sky. 

Her spots are gone, her visage clears. 

'Twixt earthly females, and the moon, 

All parallels exactly run : 
If Celia should appear too soon, 

Alas, the nymph would be undone ! 

To see her from her pillow rise, 

All reeking in a cloudy steam, 
CrackM lips, foul teeth, and gummy eyes, 

Poor Strephon I how would he blaspheme ! 

Three colours, black, and red, and white. 

So graceful in their proper place, 
Remove them to a different site, 

They form a frightful hideous face': 

For instance, when the lily skips 

Into the precincts of the rose, 
And takes possession of the lips. 

Leaving the purple to the nose : 

Sb Celia went entire to bed. 

All her complexion safe and sound ; 
But, when she rose, white, black, and red, 

Though still in sight, had changM their giound. 

The black, which would not be confin'd 

A more inferior station seeks. 
Leaving the fieiy red behind, 

Ajid mingles in her muddy cheekfOr 
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But Celia can with ease reduce, 
By help of pencil, paint, and brush, 

Each colour to its place and use, 
And teach her cheeks again to blush. 

She knows her early self no more. 
But fiird wit!) admiration stands; 

As other painters oft adore 

The workmanship of their own hands. 

Thus, after four important hours, 
Celiacs the wonder of her sex : 

Say, which among the heavenly powers 
Could cause such marvellous elTects ? 

Venus, indulgent to her kind. 

Gave women all their hearts could wish, 
When first she taught them where to find 

White lead and Lusitanian''^ dish. 

Love with white lead cements his wings ; 

White lead was sent us to repair 
Two brightest, brittlest, earthly things, 

A lady's face, and China-ware. 

She ventures now to lift the sash ; 

The window is her proper sphere : 
Ah, lovely nymph ! be not too rash, 

Nor let the beaux approach too near. 

"f- Portusal. H. 
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Take pattern by your sister star : 

Delude at once and bless our sight ; 
When you are seen, be seen from far, 

And chiefly choose to shine by night. 

But art no longer can prevail, 

When the materials all arc gone ; 
The best mechanic hand must fail, 

Where nothing's left to work upon. 

Matter, as wise logicians say, 

Cannot Avithout a form subsist ; 
And form, say I as m ell as they, 

Must fail, if matter brings no gi'ist. 

And this is fair Diana's case ; 

For all astrologers maintain, 
Each night a bit drops off her face, 

.When mortals say she's in her m anc : 

While Partridge* wisely shows the cause 

Efficient of the moon's decay, 
That Cancer with his poisonous claws 

Attacks hrr in the milky Avay ; 

But Gadbury,"^ in art profound, 
From her pale cheeks pretends to show. 

That swain Endymion is not found, 
Or else that Mercury's her foe. 

But, let the cause be what it will. 
In half a mouth she looks so thin, 

^ Partridge and Gadbiiry wrote ei'.ch an cphcmcris. )A. 
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Tbat Flamsteedf eao, with all his skill, 
See hut her forehead and her chin. 

Yet, as she -wastes, she grows discreet, 
Till midnight never shows her head: 

So rotting Celia strolls the street, 
When sober folks are all abed : 

For sure, if this be Luna''s fate, 

Poor "Celia, but of mortal race. 
In vain expects a longer date 

To the materials of her face. 

Wheii Mercury her tresses mows^ 

To think of black lead combs is vain ; 

No painting eau restore a nose. 
Nor will her teeth return again. 

Ye powers, who over love preside I 
Since moilal beauties drop so soon. 

If ye would have us Avell supply 'd, 
^QRd us new nymphs with each new moon I 
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THE farmer^s goose, who in the stubble 
Has fed without restraint or trouble, 
Grown fat with corn and sitting still. 
Can scarce get oVr the barndoor sill ; 
And hardly waddles forth to cool 
Her h-lly in the neighbouring pool J 

f John FlamEteed, the celebrated aitronooier ro^^aJj died ih 17J9| 
jAgeJ 7a N. 
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Nor loudly cackles at the door ; 
For cackling shows the goose is poor. 

But, when she must be tura'd to graze, 
And round the barren common strays. 
Hard exercise and liarder fare, 
Soon make my dame grow lank and spare : 
Her body light, she tries her wings, 
And scorns the ground, and upward springs ; 
While all the paiish, as she flies. 
Hear sounds harmonious from the skies. 

Such is the poet fresh in pay. 
The third night's profits of his play ; 
His morning draughts till noon can swill, 
Among his bretliren of the quill : 
With good roast beef his belly full, 
Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull. 
Deep sunk in plenty and delight, 
What poet e'er could take his flight ? 
Or, stuff 'd with phlegm up to the throat, 
What poet e'er could sing a note ? 
Nor Pegasus could bear the load 
Along the high celestial road; 
The steed, oppressed, would break his girth. 
To raise the lumber from the earth. 

But view him in another scene, 
When all his drink is Hippocreue, 
His money spent, his patrons fail. 
His credit out for cheese and ale ; 
His two-yeai-s coat so smooth and bar^, 
Through every thread it lets in air ; 
With hungry meals his body pin'd. 
His guts and belly ftiU of wind ; 
And like a jockey for a race, 
Hifi flesh brought down to flying case: 
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Now his exalted spirit loathes 
incumbrances of food and clotlies ; 
And up he rises, like a vapour, 
»^upported high on ivings of paper; 
He singing flies, and flying sings, 
While from b<elow all Grub-street ring?. 
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* Apparent rari nanteB in surgite vasto, 
Arma virum, tobulaeque, ct Troia gaza per unda?.'' XTjiC. 



Tk wise pliilosophers, explain 
What magic makes our money rise, 

"When dropt into the Southern main ; 
Or do these jugglers cheat our eyes T 

Put in your money fairly told ; 

Presto! be gone — 'T is here again j 
^^adies and gentlemen, iKihold, 

Here's every piece as big as ten*. 

Thus in a basin drop a sliilling, 
Then fill the vessel to the brim ; 

You shall observe, as you are fillings 
The ponderous metal seems to swim ' 

ft rises both in bulk and height. 
Behold it swelling like a sop; 

The liquid medium cheats your sight ; 
Behold it mounted to the top ? 

Jn stock three hundred thousand pounds: 
I liavc in vie^ a lord's estate ; 
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Hj manors all conti<^ous round ; 
A coach and six, and serv'd in plate t 

Thus, the deluded bankrupt raves; 

Puts all upon a desperate bet ; 
Then plunges in the Southern waves, 

Dipt over head and ears — ^in debt. 

So, by a calenture misled,. 

The mariner witli rapture sees, 
Od the smooth ocean's azure bed, 

Enameird fields and verdant trees : 

With eager haste he longs to ix)ve 

In that fantastic scene, and thinks 
It roust be some enchanted gi*ove ; 

And in he leaps, and down he sink;. 

Five hundred chariots just bespoke, 

Are sunk in these devouring waves^ 
The horses drown'd, the harness broke, 

And here the owners find their graves. 

lake Pharaoh, by directoi's led ; 

They with their spoils went safe before ;■ 
His chariots, tumbling out the dead, 

Lay shatier'd on the Red Sea shore. 

RaisM up on Hope's aspiring plumes. 
The young adventurer o'er the deep- 

An eagle's flight a:idst«te assumes, 
And scorns the middle way to keep. 

On paper wings he takes his flight, 
Wit^ wax the father bcund them fast r 

t2 
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The wax is melted by the height. 
And down the towciiDg boy is east. 

A moralist might here explaio 

The rashness of the Cretan youth f 

Describe his fall into the main, 
And from a fable form a truth* 

His wings are his paternal rent, 
He melts the wax at every flame % 

Bis credit sunk, his money spent. 
In Southern Seas he leaves his name; 

Inform ug, you that best can tell, 
Why in that dangerous gulf profound, 

Where hundreds and where thousands fell, 
Fools chiefly float, the wise are drowoM ^ 

So have I seen from Severn's brink 
A flock of geese jump down together : 

^im, where the bird of Jove would sinl^ 
And, swimming, never wet a feather. 

Blat, I afiirm, 'tis false in fact, 
Directors better knew their toobf 

We see the nation's credit crack'd, 

£ach knave has made a thousand fools.- 

One fool may from another win. 
And then get oif with money stor'd ; 

But, if a sharper once comes in, 
He throws at all, and sweeps the boarder 

As fishes on each other prey, 
Tho §reat ones swallowing up the small ^ 
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So fares it io the Soutbern Sea ; 
The whale directors eat up all. 

When stock is high, thej come between. 

Making by second-hand their oAers ; 
Tbea cunningly retire unseen. 

With each a million in his coffeift. 

So, when upon a moonshine night 

An ass was drinking at a stream ; 
A cloud arose, and stopt the light. 

By intercepting every beam : 

The day of judgment wiQ be soon. 

Cries out a sage among the crowd ; 
Ao an has swallow'd up the moon ! 

The moon lay safe behind the cloud* 

Each poor subscriber to the sea 
Sinks down at once, and there he lies ; 

Directors fall as well as they. 
Their fall is but a trick to rise. 

So fishes, rbing from the main. 
Can soar with moisten'd wings on high ; 

The moisture dry'd, they sink again, 
And dip their (ins again to fly. 

Undone at play, the female troops 

Come here their losses to retrieve ; 
Ride o'er the waves in spacious hoops; 

Like Lapland witches in a sieve. 

Thus Venus to the sea descends, 
As poets feign ; but where's the moral 1' 

L 3 
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It shows the Queen of Love iotends 
To search the deep for pearl and coral. 

The sea is richer than the land, 
I heard it from my grannam's moutb, 

Which now I clearly understand ; 
For by the sea she meant the South. 

Thus by directors we are told, 
" Pray, gentlemen, believe yoiu* eyes : 

Our ocean's covered o'er with gold, 
Look round, and see how thick it lies; 

*" We, gentlemen, are your assisters. 

We'll come, and hold you by the chin- 
Alas ! all is not gold that glisters. 

Ten thousand sink by leaping in. 

O ! would those patriots be so kind, 
Here in the deep to wash their hands, 

Then, like Pactolus, we should find 
The sea indeed had golden sands. 

A shilling in the bath you fling, 
The silver takes a nobler hue, 

By magic virtue in the spring. 
And seems a guinea to your vie^'. 

But, as a guinea will not pass 
At market for a farthing more, 

Shown through a multiplying glass, 
Than what it always did before : 

So cast it in the Southern seas, 
Or view it through a jobber's (»iU : 
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put on what spectacles 70a please, 
Your guinea's but a guinea stiU. 

One night a fool into a brook 

Thus from a hillock looking donHi 
The golden stars for guineas took, 

And silver Cynthia for a crown. 

The point he could no longer doubt ; 

He ran, he leapt into tlie tlood : 
There sprawFd a while, and scarce got o|jrt. 

All covered o^er with slime and mud. 

'* Upon the water cast thj bread. 
And after many days thou'h- find it ;'* 

But gold, upon this ocean spread. 
Shall sink, and leave no mark behind it : 

There is a gulf, where thousands fell. 

Here all the bold adventurers came, 
A narrow sound, though deep as Hell 

Change Alley is the dreadful name. 

JXiae times a day it ebbs and flows, 

Yet he that on the surface lies, 
Without a pilot seldom knows 

The time it falls, or when 'twill rise. 

Subscribers here by thousands float. 

And jostle one anotlier down ; 
Each pad<ning in his leaky boat. 

And here they fish for gold, and drown* 
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" ^JNTow buryM in the depth below, 
Now mounted up to Heaven again. 

They reel and stagger to and fro, 
At their wits' end, like drunken men.** 

Mean time, secure on Garrawayf cliffs, 

A savage race by shipwrecks fed, 
Lie waiting for the founder'd skiffs, 

And strip the bodies of the dead. 

But these, you say, are factious lies. 
From some malicious tory's brain ; 

For, where directors get a prize. 

The Swiss and Dutch whole millions drain. 

Thus, when by rooks a lord is ply*d, 

Some cully often wins a bet. 
By venturing on the cheating side, 

Though not into the secret let. 

While some build castles in the air, 

Directors build them in the seas ; 
Subscribers plainly see them there. 

For fools will see as wise men please. 

Thus oft by mariners are shown 
(Unless the men of Kent are liars) 

Earl Godv'in's castles overflown, 
And palace roofs, and steeple spiresi 

Mark where the sly directors creep, 
JNTor to the shore approach too nigh ! 

The monsters nestle in the deep. 
To seize you in your passing by. 

"^ Pfalm evil. f A coflGee house id Change AUry . J^' 
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Then, like the dogs of Nile, be vt'm^ 

Who, taught by instiiict how to ahiHi 
The crocodile, that lurking lies, 

Bun as thej drink, and drink and run." 

Antffius could, by magic charms. 

Recover strength whene'er he fell; 
Alcides held him in his arms, 

And sent him up in dr to Hell. 

Directors, thrown into the sea. 

Recover strength and vigour there ; 
But may be tam'd another way, 

Sm^nded for a while in air. 

Directors! for 'tis you I warn, 

By long experience we have found 
What planet rul'd when you were bom ; 

We see you never can be drown'd. 

Beware, nor overbulky grow, 

Not come within your cullies' reach ; 
For, if the sea should sink so low 

To leave you dry upon the beach. 

You'll owe your ruin to your bulk : 

Tour foes already waiting stand. 
To tear you like a founder'd hulk. 

While you lie helpless on the sand« 

Thus, when a whale has lost the tide^ 
The coasters crowd to seize the spoil; 

The monster into parts divide, 
And strip the bones, and melt the oil.' 
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O ! may some western tempest sweep' 
These locusts whom our fruits have fed, 

That plague, directors, to the deep, 
Driv n from the South Sea to the Red. 

May he, whom Nature's laws obey, 
Who lifts the poor, aud sinks the proud, 

'* Quiet the raging of the sea. 

And still the madness of tlie crowd !*' 

But never shall our isle have rest, 
Till those devouring swine run down,. 

(The devils leaving the possessed) 
And headlong in the waters drown. 

The nation then too late will findj 
Computing all their cost and trouble, 

Directors' promises but wind, 
South Sea at best a mighty bubble^ 



THE DOG AND SHADOW. 

Ore cibum portans catulus dum spectat in undii^ 
Apparet liquido praedx melioris imago-: 
Dum speciosa diu damna admiratur, et alt^ 
Ad laticcs inhiat, cadit imo vortice prseceps 
Ore cibus, nee non simiilachrum corripituna. 
Occupat ille avidus deceptis faucibus umbram ^ 
Iliudit species, ac dentibus aera mordet. 



( 233 ) 



TQ A FRIEND, 
Who had been much abused in many different Ldbel^, 

Tas greatest mooarch may be stabbed by night, 
iod fortune help the murd'rcr in his flight ; 
The vilest ruffian may commit a rape, 
Tet safe from injurM innocence escape ; 
And Calumny, by working under ground, 
Cm, unrereng'd, the greatest merit wound. 

What's to be done ? Shall Wit and Learning choose 
To five obscure, and have no fame to lose ? 
S7 Censure frighted out of Honours road, 
^or dare to use the gifts by Heaven bestow'd ? 
Or fearless enter in tlu-ough Virtue's gate. 
And buy distinction at the dearest rate ? 



BILLET TO A COMPANY OF PLAYERS. 

The enclosed prologue is formed upon the story of 
die secretary's not sufiering you to act, uuless you would 
fly him 300/. per annum ; upon which, you got a li- 
ttose from the lord mayor to act as strollers. 

The prologue supposes, that, upon your being forbid- 
den to act, a company of country strollers came and hired 
Ae playhouse, and your clothes, <&:c. to act in. 

THE PROLOGUE. 

Our set of strollers, wandering up and down, 
Eeariug the bouse was empty, came to town ; 
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And, with a license from onr good lord mayor, 

Went to one Griffith, formerly a player; 

Him, we persuaded, with a moderate bribe, 

To speak to Elrington and all the tribe, 

To let our company supply their places, 

And hire us out their scenes, and clothes, and faoek 

Ts not the truth the truth ? Look full on me; 

I am not Elrington, nor Griffith he. 

When we perform, look shai'p among our crew, 

There's not a creature here you ever knew. 

The former folks were servants to the king ; 

We, humble strollers, always on the wing. 

Now, for my part, I think, upon the whole, 

Rather than starve, a better man would strolL 

Stay ! let me see — Three hundred pounds a yeit 
For leave to act in town ! — 'Tis plaguy dear. 
Kow, here's a warrant ; gallants, please to mark. 
For three thirteens and sixpence to the clerk. 
Three hundred pounds ! Were I the price io te 
The public should bestow the actors s\x» 
A score of guineas, given underhand. 
For a good word or so, we understand. 
To help an honest lad, that's out of place, 
May cost a crown or so; a common case : 
And, in a crew, 'tis no injustice thought 
To ship a rogue, and pay him not a groat. 
But, in the chronicles of former ages, 
Who ever heard of servants paying wages ? 

I pity Elrington with all my heart; 
Would he were here this night, to act my part I 
I told him what it was to be a stroller ; 
How free we acted, and had no comptroller : 
In every town we wait on Mr. may'r. 
First get a license, then produce our ware ; 
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WegoDod a trumpet, or ve beat a drum ; 

Bazza ! (the schoolboys roar) the play'rs are come ! 

And then we cry, to spur the bumpkiDs on, 

GtOaotflk by Tuesday next we must be goue. 

I lold him, io the smoothest way I could, 

AH this and more, yet it would do no ^ood. 

Bat ElriogtoD, tears falling from his cheeks, 

He that has shone with Betterton and Wilks, 

To whom our country has been always dear, 

\?ho chose to leave bis dearest pledges her^ 

Owns all your favours, here intends to stay, 

And, as a stroller, act in every play : 

lad the whole crew this resolution takes. 

To Rye and die all strollers for your sakes ; 

^oC fij^ted with au ignominious name, 

For your displeasure is their only shame* 

A pos on Elringtou's majestic tone ! 
5ow to a word of business in our own : 

Gallants, next Thursday night will be our last $ 
Theo without fail we pack up for Belfast. 
Ldk not your time, nor our diversion miss, 
The next we act diaU be as good as this. 



EPIGRA^L 

Great folks are of a finer mould ; 
Lord ! how politely they can scold ! 
WMle a coarse English tongue will itch, 
For wbor^ and rogue ; and dog and bitch: 
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PROLOGUE* TO A PLAY FOR THE BENE 
FIT OF THE DISTRESSED WEAVERS. 

BV DR. SHERIDAN. 
8P0XEN BY MR. BLKINOTON. 172L 

Great cry and little wool — is now become 
The plague and proverb of the weaver's loom : 
No wool to work on, neither weft nor warp ; 
Their pockets empty, and their stomachs sharp. 
Provok'd, in loud complaints to you they cry: 
Ladies, relieve the weavers : or they die ! 
Foi-sake your silks for stuffs ; nor think it strange, 
To shift your clothes, since you delight in change. 
One thing with freedom I'll presume to tell — 
The men will like you every bit as well. 

See I am dress'd from top to toe in stuff; 
And, by my troth, I think I'm fine enough ; 
My wife admires me more, and swears she neVCr, 
In any dress, beheld me look so clever. 
And if a man be better in such ware, 
Wljiit great advantage must it give the fair! 
Our wool from lambs of innocence proceeds : 
Silks come from maggots, calicoes from weeds : 
Hence 'tis by sad experience that we find 
Ladies in bilks to vapoui-s nuich inclin'd — 
And what are they but maggots in the mind ? 
For which I think it reason to conclude 
That clothes may change oui- temper like our food. 
Chintzes are gaAvdy, and engage our eyes 
Too much about the partycolour'd dyes : 

* An answer to this Prologue and Epilogue ia printed in the W 
of Concaucn. N. 
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ythough the lustre is from you begun, 
Wt see the rainbow, and neglect the sun. 

How sweet and innocent^s the country maid, 
Withsinall expense in native wool array'd; 
Wiio copies from the fields her homely green, 
WUIe by her shepherd with delight she^s seen ! 
Should our fair ladies dress like her in wool, 
How much more lovely, and how beautiful, 
Without their Indian drapery, they'd prove ! 
While wool would help to warm us into love ! 
Then, like the famous Argonauts of Greece, 
Well all contend to gain the Golden Fleece ! 



EPILOGUE, BY THE DEAIS. 

SPOKEN BY MR. GRIFFITH. 

Who dares affirm this is no pious age, 
Wbeo charity be£;in8 to tread the stage ? 
When actors, who, at best, arc hardly savers. 
Will give a night of benefit to weavers ? 
Stay — ^let me see, how finely will it sound ! 
Imprimis, From his gracc^ a hundred pound. 
Peers, clergy, gentr}', all are benefactors; 
And then comes in the item of the aciors. 
fern, The actors freely give a day — 
The poet had no more wlio made the play. 

But whence thb wondrous charity in [ilayers ? 
They learn it not at sermons, or at prayers : 
Under the rose, since here are none but friends, 
(To own the truth) we have some private ends, 

*■ ArchbisIiOiJ King. F. 
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Since waitiDg-women, like exacting jade^ i 

Hold up the prices of their old brocades; ^ 

We'll dress in manufactures made at home ; 
Equip our kings and generals at the Comb.* 
We'll rig from Meathstreet i^gypt's haughty ipecfl^ 
And Antony shall court her in ratteen. 
In blue shalloon shall Hannibal be clad. 
And Scipio trail an Irish purple plaid. 
In drugget drest, of thirteen pence a yard* 
Sec Philip's son amid his Persian guard ; 
And proud Roxana, fir'd vith jealous rage, 
With fifty yards of crape shall sweep the stige* 
In short, our kings and princesses within 
-Aie all resolv'd this project to begin; 
And you, our subjects, when you here reaort; 
Must imitate the fashion of the court. 

O ! could I see this audience clad in stufl^ 
Though money's scarce, we should have trade enoa^: 
But chintz, brocades, and lace, take all away. 
And scarce a crown is left to see the play. 
Perhaps you wonder whence this friendship «priii|i 
Between the weavers and us playhouse kingB; 
But wit and weaving had the same beginuing; 
Pallas first taught us poetry and spinning : 
And, next, observe how this alliance fits, J 

For weavers now are just as poor as wits : .] 

Their brother quillmen, workers for the stagey j 

For sorry stuff can get a crown a page ; 
But weavers will be kinder to the playersi 
And sell for twenty pence a yard of theicB. 
And, to your knowledge, there is ofleo leas ia ^ 

The poet's wit, than in the player's dressing. 

i 

'■^ A Street fdmouB for ifooUoD manufkctotef: F.- '■% 
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^ER TO DR. SHERIDAJTS PROLOGUi:, 
D TO DR. SWIFT'S EPILOGUE, IN BE- 
LF OF THE DISTRESSED WEAVERS. 

BY DR. DELANT. 

F(£MINEO GENKBI TRIBUAXTLR. 

loses, nhom the ridiest silks array, 

to fling their shining gowns away ; 
ndl clothes the nine in bright brocades, 
ves each colour to the pictured maids ; 
jve mortal dress tlie sisters shine, 
u their Indian robes, and must be fine, 
all two bards in consort rhyme and huflf, 
!t these Muses with their playhouse stuff ;' 
player in mimic piety may storm, 
e the comb, and bid her heroes arm : 
bitrary mob, in paltry rage, 
me the belles and chintzes of the a^e : 
11 the artist worm her silk shall share. 
In her thread of life in service of the fail. 

cotton plant, whom satire cannot blast ; 
loom the favourite of these realms, and last ; 
ours, ye fair, her fame from censure grows. 
Is in charms, and glares above her foes : 
DJored plant shall meet a loud defence, 
i the emblem of your innocence, 
ord, perhaps, whose landlord was a weaver, 

the low prologue, to return a favour : 
leigfabour wit, that would be in the vogue, 
1 with his Wend, and wove the epilogue, 
leaves the chaplet, or provides the bays. 
di woolgathering sonneteers as these ? 
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HeDCC then, je homespun witlings, that persuade 
Miss Chloe to the fashion of her maid. 
Shall the wide hoop, that standard of the town, 
Thus act subservient to a poplin gown ? 
Who'd smell of wool all over ? 'Tia enough 
The uuderpetticoat be made of stuff. 
Lord ! to be wrapt in flannel just in May, 
When the fields dress'd in flowers appear so gay ! 
And shall not miss be flower'd as well as they ? 

In Avhat weak colours would the plaid appear, 
Work'd to a quilt, or studded in a chair ! 
The skin, tliat vies with silk, would fi-et with stidF; 
Or who could bear in bed a thing so rough ? 
Ye knowing fair, how eminent that bed, 
Where the chintz diamonds with the silken threadi 
Where rustling curtains call the curious eye, ^ 
And boast th(^ streaks and paintings of the Aj I 
Of flocks they'd have your milky Ticking full ; 
And all this for the benefit of wool ! 

" But where," say they, "shall we bestow tlw 
wavers. 
That spread our streets, and are such piteous crtTcn ?* 
The silk worms (brittle beings !) prone to fate, 
Demand their care, to make their webs complete: 
These may they tend, their promisrs receive ; 
We cannot pay too much for what they give ! 
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ON GAULSTOWN HOUSE. 



^ 



BY DR. DELANT. 

'Tib bo old, aod so ugly, imd jet so coDvenicDt, 
YoD^re sometimes in pleasure, though ofteu in pain in't. 
Tis BO large 70U may lodge a few friends with ease in' t. 
You may turn and stretch at your length if you pleasK^ 

in't; 
'Tfa BD little, the femily live in a press in't, 
And poor lady Bettyf has scarce room to dress in't ; 
TIb bo cold in the winter, you can't bear to lie in't. 
And 80 hot in the summer, you're ready to fry in't ; 
'Tib bo brittle 'twould scarce bear the weight of a tun, 
Yet BO staunch, that it keeps out a great deal of sun ; 
'Tib 80 crazy, the weather with ease beats quite thi-ough 

it, 
And you're forced every year in some part to renew it ; 
'Tib bo ugly, so useful, so big, and so little, 
'Tis 80 staunch, and so crazy, so strong, and so brittle, 
'TIb at one time so hot, and anotlier so cold. 
It b part of the new, and part of the old ; 
ft is just half a blessing, and just half a cui-sc — 
I wish then, dear George, it were better or worse. 

• The Beat of George Rochfort, Esq. father to the Earl of Belvi- 
iere. Several pleasantries of this geutloman, Dr. Dclany, aod a 
Sraape of their iotimate friends, are to be found in difiereot parts of 
this coUection. N. 

t Daughter of the Earl of Drogheda, and married to George Roch- 
fint, Esq. F. 

TOIm X. M 
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J 
THE COUNTRY LIFE. 



PART OF A SUMMER SPENT AT GAULSTOWN HOUSi^ 
THE SEAT OF GEORGE ROCHFORT, ESa. 

Thalia, tell in sober lajs, 

How George,* Nira,t Dan,J Dean,§ pass their days? 

And, should our Gaulstown's art grow fallow, 

Yet Neget qtds carmina Gallo? 

Here (by the way) by Gallus mean I 

Not Sheridan, but friend Delany. 

Begin, my Muse. First from our bowers 

Aye sally forth at diflerent hours ; 

At seven the Dean, in night-gown drest. 

Goes round the house to wake the rest ; 

At nine, grave Nim and George facetious 

Go to the Dran, to read Lucretius ; 

At ten, my Lady comes and hectors, 

And kisses Geoigc. and ends our lectures; 

And when she has him by the neck fast. 

Hauls him, and scolds us down to breakfast^. 

We squander there an hour or more, 

And then all hands, boys, to the oar; ^ 

All, heteroclite Dan except, 

Who neither time nor order kept, 

But, by peculiar whimsies drawn, 

Peeps in the ponds to look for spawn j 

O'ersees the work, or Dragon|| rows, 

Or mars a text, or mends his hose ; 

^- Mr. RochiTort. p. ^ 

V I lis brother, Mr. John Rochfort ; who was called Nifurod, (rofi 
iM- i^reat nil;ichnient to the chase. F. 

» Rfv. DnnielJackson. F. $ Dfi Swift; F. 

! \ 'm.iU honi 50 railed. F. 
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Or — but proceed we in our journal— 

At two, or after, we return all : 

From the four elements assembling, 

WaroM by the bell, all folks come trembling :* 

From auy garrets some descend^ 

Some from the lake's remotest end : 

My lordf and dean the fire forsake, 

Dan leaves the earthj spade and rake : 

The loiterers quake, no comer hides th^b, 

And lady Betty soundly chides them. 

Now waters brought, and dinner's done : 

With "• Church and King" the ladies gone : 

Not reckoning half an hour wc pass 

In talking o'er a moderate glass, 

Dan, growing drowsy, like a tliicf 

Steals oS* to dose away his beef ; 

And this must pass for reading Hamond — 

While Geoi^c and Dean go to backgammon. 

George, Nim, and Dean, set out at four. 

And then again, boys, to the oar. 

BatVheii the sun goes to the deep 

(Not to disturb him in his sleep. 

Or make a nimbting o'er his head, 

His candle out, and he abed) 

We watch his motions to a minute, 

And leave the flood when he goes in it. 

Now stinted in the shortening day, 

We go to prayers, and then to play^ 

Till supper comes ; and ader that 

We sit an hour to drink and chat. 

'Tis late — the old and younger pair^ 

By Adam^ lighted, walk up stairs. 

^ The Dean has been censured, on an idle supposition of this ps^- 
\ft being an allorion to tiie day of judgment. F. 
I Mr. Rochfort^d fatiicr was lord chief baron of tho exchequer in 
F. t The h itl<?r. F. 
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The weaiy Dean goes to his chamber ; 
And Nim and Dan to garret clamber. 
So when the circle we have run, 
The curtain fails, and all is done. 

I might have mentioned several facts, 
Like episodes between the acts; 
And tell who loses and who wins, 
Who gets a cold, who breaks his shins ^ 
How Dan caught nothing in his net, 
And how the boat was overset. 
For brevity I have reti-ench'd 
How in the lake the Dean was drench'd : 
It would be an exploit to brag on, 
How valiant George rode o'er the Dragon $ 
How steady in the storm he sat, 
And sav'd his oar, but lost his hat : 
How Nim (no hunter e'er could match him) 
Still brings us hares^ when he can catch 'era ! 
How skilfully Dan mends his nets ; 
How fortune fails him when he sets ; 
Or how the Dean delights to vex * 

The ladies, and lampoon their sex : 
I might have told how oft Dean Perceval 
Displays his pedantry unmerciful, 
How haughtily he cocks his nose, 
To tell what evci7 sctioolboy knows : 
And with his finger and his thumb. 
Explaining, sttikes opposers dumb : 
But now there needs no more be said on't^ 
Nor how his wife, that female pedant. 
Shows all hersecrets of house keeping; 
For caudles how slie trucks her dripping; 

• S*n Uip Deap^t letter to Mr. Cope, Oct. 9, 1722. N^ 
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Was forc'd to send three miles for yest, 

To brew her ale, aud raise her paste ; 

Tells every thing Uiat you can think of. 

How she curM Charly of tlic chin-cough; 
Jk< What gave her brats and pigs the measles, 

And bow her doves were kill'd by weaslcs; 

How Jowler howFd, and what a fright 

. She had with dreams the other night. 
But now, since I have gone so far on, 

A word or two of lord chief baron ; 

And tell how little weight he sets 

On all whig papers and gazettes ; 

But for the politics of Pue, 

TUnks every syllable is true. 

And since be owns the King of Sweden 

Ii dead at last, without evading, 

Kow all his hopes are in the czar : 
^< "Why, Muscovy is not so far: 

Down the Black Sea, and up the Straits, 

And Id a month he's at your gates ; 

Perhaps, from what the packet brings, 

By Christmas we shall sec strange thiugp/' 

Why should I tell of ponJs and drains. 

What carps we met with for our pains ; 

Of sparrows tam^d, and nuts iimunicrable 

To choke the girls, and to consume a rabble ? 

But you, who are a scholar, know 

How transient all things are below, 

How prone to change is human life ! 

Last night arriv'd Clem* and his wife — 

This srand event has broke our measures : 

Their reign began with cruel seizures : 

• Mr. Clement Barry. F. 
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The Dean must with his quilt supply 
The bed in which those tyrants lie : 
T9^im lost his wig block, Dan his Jordan, 
(My lady says, she can't afford one) 
George is half scar'd out of his wits, 
For Clem gets all the dainty bits. 
Henceforth expect a difTcrent sui^vey, 
This house will soon turn topsyturvy: 
They talk of farther alterations, 
Which causes many speculatioco. 



THOMAS SHERIDAN, CLERlft 

TO GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN, ESQT. 

July 15, 1721, at night. 

Vd have yon t' know, George,* Dan,t Dean4 and 17iin,{ 
That I've learDcd how vei*se t' compose trim, 
Much better b' half th'n you, nV you, n'r him, 
And that I'd rid'ciile their 'nd your flam-ilim, 
Ay b't then, p'rhaps, says you, t's a merry wbin^ 
With 'bundance of niark'd notes i' ih' rim, 
So ih't I ought n't for t' be morose 'nd t' look grim. 
Think n't your 'p'etlej put m' in a megrim ; 
Though 'n rep't't'on day, I 'ppoar ver' slim, 
Th' last bowl 't llclshanfs did in' head t' 8wim> 
So th't I h'd man' aches 'n 'v'ry ^rrubb'd limb, 
Cause th' top of ih' bowl IhM oft us'd t' skim ; 



* George Kochfort. F. f Mr. .I..'-kson. F. : Dr. <vf\it^h 

^ Mr. J^hn Ronik^tt. F. 
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And besides D'lan' swears Ih't Ih'dswaUV'd sV'r'l brim- 
men, *nd that my vis'ge's covYd o'er Mitli r'd pim- 
ples : mVo'er though m' scull were ('s 'tis n't) 's 

strong's tira- 
tier, 't must have ak'd. Th' clans of th' cllcge Sau- 

irdrim, 
Pres'nt the'r humbl' and 'fect'uatc respects; that 's t' 
say, D'ln', xhlio, P. Ludl', Die' St'warl, IFIsham 
capt'n P'it' Wahnsl', 'nd Longsif nks Tim.* 
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DeIb Sheridan t a gentle paU* 

Of Gaulstown lads (for'such they are) 

Beade a brace of grave divines, 

Adore the smoothness of thy lines : 

Smooth as our basin's silver flood. 

Ere George had robb'd it of its mud ; 

Smoother than Pegasus' old shoe, 

Ore Vulcan comes to make him new. 

The board on which we set our a — s 

Is not so smooth as are thy verses; 

Compar'd with which (and that's enough) 

A smoothing iron itself is rough. 

Nor praise I less that circumcision, 

By modern poets caird elision, 

With which, in proper station plac'd, 

Thy polish'd lines arc firmly brac'd. 

Thus a wise tailor is not pinching. 

But turns at every seam an inch in ; 

Or else, be sure, your broad-cloth breeches 

Will oe'er be smooth, nor hold their stitches. 

* Dr. James Stopford, afterward Bishop of Cloync. f- 
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Thy veree, like bricks, defj the weather, 

When smooth'd by rubbing them together; 

Thy words so closely wedg'd and short ai-e 

Like walls, more lasting without mortar ; 

B} leaving out the needless vowels, 

j'ou save the charge ot lime and trowels. 

Ono letter still another locks, 

Kacli groov'd and dovetail'd like a box ; 

Tliy Muse is tuck'd up and succinct; 

In chains thy syllables are linkt; 

Thy words together ty'd in small hanks, 

Close as the Macedonian phalanx; 

Or like the wnbo of the Romans, 

Which fiercest foes could break by do meaoi. 

The critic to his giief will find, 

How firmly these indentures bind. 

So, in the kindred painter's art, 

The shortening is the nicest part. 

Philolcgcrs of future ages, 
How will they pore upon thy pages J 
Xor will they dare to break the joints^ 
But help thee to be read with points : 
Or vhi\ to sliow their learned labour, you 
May backward be perus'd like Hebrew, 
In which they need not lose a bit 
Or of thy harmony or wit. 
To make a work completely fine, 
Number and weight and measure join ; 
Then all must grant your lines are weighty, 
Where thirty v. eigh as much as eighty ; 
All must allow your numbers more. 
Where twenty lines exceed fourscore ; 
Nor can we think your measure short, 
Where less than forty fill a quart, 
VVith Alexandrian in the close, 
liong, long, long, long, like Dan's long nose. 
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GEORGE-JlilM-DAN-DEAN'S* INVITATION 
TO THOMAS SHERIDAN. 

GauInowD, Aug. 2, 1721. 

DiAR Tom, this verse, ivhich however the beginning 

may appear, jet in the end's good metre, 
Is sent to desire that, nrhen your August vacation 

comes, your friends you'd meet here. 
For why should you stay in the filthy hole, I mean the 

city so smoky. 
When you have not one friend left in town, or at least 

not one that's nitty, to joke w' ye ? 
For as for honest John,f though I^m not sure on*t, jet 

I'll be hang'd, lest he 
Be gone down to the county of Wexford with that great 

peer, the Lord Anglesey. 
Oi but I forgot ; perhaps, by this time, you may have 

one come to town, but I don't know whether he be 

friend or foe, Delany : 
But, however, if he be come, bring him down, and you 

shall go back in a fortnight, for I know there^s no 

delajing je. 
O ! I foigot too ; I believe there maj be one more, I 

mean that great fat joker, friend Helsham, he 

* fn 1721, Dr. Swift, Dr. Delany, Dr. Sheridan, Dr. Stopford, the 
Rsvcrend Dan Jackson, find some other companv, spent a great part 
<if the sumnaer atGaulstOH n, iu t:ie county of Westmeath, the seat of 
Geon^e Rochfort, Esq. fitl-er to the present E-.irl of Belvidere. 
Many oi the gentlemen as^emMed in this groupc had a genius for 
poetry, ^nd a ta?te for the polite art*. lo this retirement they passed 
their hours very atreeibly, and frequently amused themselves with 
poetical jests and .=^bi;D ies o:' t-:** ht-^in, ol wliioii some slight speci- 
m-ns are here preserved. See Dr. Dehny's humorous description of 
Gaul«tov.n House. I.. 241. >'. 
t SupposfcJ lo mean Dr. ^^'aiir.sley. F. 

II 2 
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That vrote the prologue * and if you stay with him> 

depend on't, in the end, he'll sham ye. 
Bring down Long Shanks Jimf too ; but, now I think 

on't, he's not yet oome from Courtown,t I fancy ; 
For I heard, a montli ago, that he was down there a 

courting sly Nancy. 
However, bring down yom-sclf, and you bring down 

all ; for, to say it we may venture, 
fu thee Delany's spleen, John's mirth, Helsham'^s jokef; 

and the soft soul of amorous Jemmy, centre. 5 

POSTSCRIPT. 
I' had foi;got to desire you to bring down what I say 

you have, and you'll believe me as sure as a guu, 

and own it ; 
I mean, what no other mortal in the universe can boast. 

of, your own spirit of pun, and own wit. 
And now I hope you'll excuse this rhyming, vhicli I 

ratist say is (though written somewhat at lai^e) trim 

and clean ; 
.\nd so I conclude, with humble respects as usual, 

Your most dutiful and obedient 

George- jSTim-Dan-Deak. 



^ One spokcfl by young Putland, in 1720, before Hippolylui ; in 
which Dr. Sboridan (who had written a prologue for the occasion^ 
jras most unexpectedly and egregiously iauglied at. F. 

f Dr. James Stopford, Bishop of Cloyne. F. 

i The st-at of Hussay, Esq. in tlie county of Kildare. F. 

) This Invitation seems to have been the joint compotatioo ofGewge 
/Aochfort, John Rochfort, (who was called IVim, or r^imrod, by Dr 
tSwift, because he was fond of hunting) Dan Jackson, and Dr. Sirin, 
in a vein of whim and merriment ; and, in all probability, wai mit 
off directly by the post to Siicridan. The letter from Dr. S:'heridan, 
July 15, 1721, addresced to George-Nim Dan-Dean, Esq- feenu to 
have luggcpted tjie hi et- Spc p 2 16 IV . 
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TO GEORGE-NIM-DANDEAN, ESCt 

UPON HIS IXCOMPARABLB VER3E8, ITC. 

BY DR. DELANT, IN SHERIDAN^S NAMIB^ 

Hail, human compouDd quadrifarions^ 
loyiocible as wight Briareus ! 
Hail ! doubly-doubled mighty merry one, 
Stronger than triple-body'd Geryon ! 
O may your vastness deign t^ excuse 
The [Braises of a puny Muse. 
TToable, in her utmost flight. 
To reach thy huge colossian height. 
T' attempt to write like thee were frantic. 
Whose lines are, like thyself, gigantic 
Yet let me bless, in humbler strain, 
Thy vast, thy bold Canibysian vein, 
Pour'd out t' enrich thy native isle. 
As Egypt wont to be with Nile. 
0, how I joy to see thee wander. 
In many a winding loose meander, 
Id circling mazes, smooth and supples 
And ending in a clink quadruple ; 
I^wd, yet agreeable withal, 
like rivers rattling in their fall I 
Thine, sure, is poetry divine, 
Wtere wit and majesty combine ; 
Where every line, as huge as seven. 
If stretch'd in length, would reach to Heaven : 
Here all comparing would be slandering, 
The least is more than Alexaadiiue. 

* These were written all io cirAf • F 
M 3 
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Against thy verse Time sees \<rith paio, 
He whets his eovious sithe in vain ; 
For, though from thee he much may pare. 
Vet much thou still wilt have to spare. 

Thou hast alone the skill to feast 
With Roman elegance of taste, 
Who hast of rhymes as vast resources 
As Pompey's caterer of courses. 

O thou, of all the Nine inspired ! 
jVIy languid soul, with teaching tir'd, 
ilow is it raptured, when it thinks 
On thy harmonious set of clinks; 
Each answering each in vaiious rhyme^ 
Jjike Echo to St. Patrick's chimes ! 

Thy Muse, majestic in her rage, 
Cloves like Statira on the stage ; 
And scarcely can one page sustain 
The length of such a flowing train : 
Her train, of variegated dye. 
Shows like Thaumantia'sin the sky ; 
Alike they glow, alike they please, 
Alike iinpress'd by Phcebus' rays. 

Thy vei"se — (Ye Gods I I cannot bear it) 
To what, to what shall I compare it ? 
* f is like, what I have oft licard spoke on, 
The f:inious statue of Laocoon. 
"L is like, — O yes, 'tis very like it, 
Tlie long, long string, with which you fly kite. 
Tis like what you, and one or two more, 
Hoar to }our Kcho'^ in good humour; 
A nd every couplet thou hast writ 
C^oncludes like Kattali-wliittah-whit.f 

* At (iauUlown tlicrc is a remarkably famous echo. F. 
i Ad allicion to t)i6 (K)Ufid prodac^ by the cclio. 
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TO MR. TH03IAS SHERIDAT^, 

rPOX HIS VUSSS WRITTEN n CIRCLE. 
IBY DR. SWIFT. 

It never was known that circular letters, 
By humble companions, were sent to their betters : 
And, as to the subject, our judgment, nuherc^le^ 
Is this, that you argue like fools in a circle* 
But now for your verses ; we tell you, imprirms^ 
The segment so lai^e 'twixt your reason and rhyme is; 
That we walk all about, like a horse in a pound, 
And, before we find either, our noddles turn round. 
Sufficient it were, one would think, in your mad rant, 
To give us } our measures of line by a quadrant. 
Bat we took our dividers, and found your d ■ n *d 

metre. 
Id each single verse took up a diameter. 
Bat how, Mr. Sheridan, came you to venture 
George, Dan, Dean, and Nim, to place in the centre?-' 
'Twill appear to your cost, you are fairly trepann'd, 
F«p the chord of your circle is now in their hand. 
The chord, or the radius, it matters not whetlier, 
By which your jade Pegasus, (ix'd in a tether, 
As her betters are us'd, shall be lash'd round the ring. 
Three fellows with whips, and the Dean holds the string. 
Will Hancock declares, you are out of your compass, 
To encroach on his art by writing of bombast ; 
And has taken just now a firm resolution 
To answer your style without circumlocution* 

* Their figures were ia the centre of tlie verses. F. 
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Ladj Betty"*^ presents you her service most hambtef 
And 18 not afraid your worship will grumble, 
That she makes of your verses a hoop for Miss TaiD,t 
Which is all at present ; and so I remain — 



ON DR. SHERIDAN'S CIRCULAR VERSES. 

BY MR. GEORGE ROCHFORT. 

With music and poetry equally blest, 
A bard thus Apollo most humbly addressM : 
" Great author of harmony, verses, and light i 
Assisted by thee, I both fiddle and write. 
Yet unheeded I scrape, or I scribble all day. 
My verse is neglected, my tunes thrown away. 
Thy substitute here, Vi«e Apollo,:^ disdains 
To vouch for my numbers, or list to my strains; 
Thy manual signet refuses to put 
To the airs I produce from the pen or die gut. 
Be thou then propitious, great Phoebus ! and grant 
Relief, or reward, to my merit, or want. 
Though the Dean aud Delany Iranscendently shine, 
O brighten odc solo or sonnet of mine ! 
With them I'm coutent tliou shouldst make thy abode ^ 
But visit thy servant in jig or in ode ; 
Make one work immortal : 'tis all I request." 

Apollo look'd plcasVl ; and, resolving to jest, 
Reply 'd, " Honest friend, I've cousider'd thy case: 
Nor dislike thy well-meaning and humorous facet 

' The Iaf!y oi George Roclifort, Usq. J". 

t Miss 'I'iioiniipon, Ijridy Brtty*:? daugliti-''. V 

' Sop *' Apollo to the Dean." ii. ?f)]. .\. 
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Thy petition I grant : the boon is not great ; 
Thy works shall continue; and here's the receipt. 
On rondeaus hereafter thy fiddlestrings spend : 
Write verses in cuxles : they never shall end." 



ON DAN JACKSON'S PICTURE, 

CUT IN SILK AND PAPER. 

To fair Lady Betty* Dan sat for his picture, 
•ind defi'd her to draw him so oft as he piqu'd her. 
He knew sheM no pencil or colouring by her. 
And therefore he thought he might safely defy her. 
Come sit, says my lady ; tlicn whips up her scissar, 
And cuts out his coxcomb in silk in a trice, sir. 
Dan sat with attention, and saw with surprise 
How she IcngthenM his chin, how she hollow 'd his eyes ;^ 
But flatter^ himself with a secret conceit. 
That his thin lantern jaws all her ai*t would defeat.- 
liidy Betty observVl it, then pulls out a pin, 
And varies the grain of the stuff to his grin : 
And, to make roasted silk to resemble his raw bone, 
She rais'd up a thread to the jet of his jaw bone ; 
Till at length in exactest proportion he rose, 
From the crown of his head to the arch of his npse ; 
And if Lady Betty had drawn him with wig and all, 
Tib certain the copy had outdone the original. 
Well, that's but my outside, says Dan with a vapour, 
^ you so, says my lady ^ I've lin'd it with paper. 

Patr. DeIany, sculp. 

* Tlie wile of Georee Rochfort, Esq. F 
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ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

Clarissa draws her scissars from the case 
To draw the lines of poor Dan Jackson's face, 
One sloping cut made forehead, nose, and chin^ 
A nick product a mouth, and made him grin, 
Such as in tailor's measure you have seen. 
But still were panting his grimalkin eyes, 
For which gray worsted stocking paint supplies. 
Th' unravel'd thread through needle's eye convey 'd 
Transferr'd itself into his pasteboard head. 
How came the scissars to be thus outdone ? 
The needle had an eye, and they had none. 
O wondrous force of art ! now look at Dan — 
Tou'll swear the pasteboard was the better man. 
" The devil ! says he, the head is not so fall \^ 
Indeed it is — ^behold tlie paper skull. 

Tuo. Shsridan> saJf 



ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

Dan's evil genius in a trice 
Had stripp'd him of his coin at dice. 
Cliloc, observing this disgrace, 
On Pam cut out his rueful face. 
By G — , says Dan, 'tis vei-y hard, 
Cut out at dice, cut out at card ! 

G. ROCHFOBT, S€^ 
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ON THE SAME PICTUER 

Whilst you three merry poets traffic 

To give US a description graphic 

Of Dao's large nose in modern sapphic j 

I spend my time in making sermons, 
Or writing libels on the Germans, 
Or murmuriog at whigs' preferments. 

But vheu I would find rhyme for Roehfort^ 
And look in English, French, and Scotch for^t, 
At last I^m faii'ly forc'd to botch ior't. 

Bid lady Betty recollect her. 

And tell, li'ho ii^as it could direct her 

To draw the face of such a spectre ? 

I must confess, that as to me, sirs, 
Though I ne'er saw her hold the scisstbrs, 
I DOW could safely swear it is hers. 

"^Tin true, no nose could come in better ; 
'Tis a vast subject stufF'd with matter, 
Which all may handle, none cau flatter. 

Take courage, Dan ; this plainly shows, 
That not the wisest mortal knows 
What fortune may befal his nose. 

Show me the brightest Irish toast, 
Who from her lover e'er could boast 
Above a song or two at most ; 
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For thee three poets uow are drudging all. 

To praise the cheeks, chio, nose, the bridge and all» 

Both of the picture and original. 

Thy nose's length and fame extend 
So far, dear Dan, that every friend 
Tries, -who shall have it by the end. 

And future poets, as they rise, 
Shall read with envy and surprise 
Thy nose outshining Caelia's eyes. 

JoN. Swift. 
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DAN JACKSON'S DEFENCE. 

•* My verse little better you'll find than my face u, 
A word to the wise— «« pictura pQ'e'ns,^^ 

Three merry lads, with envy stun^, 

Because Dan's face is better hung, 

Combined in verse to rhyme it dowo, 

And in its place set up their own ; 

As if they'd run it down much better 

By number of their feet in metre, 

Or that its red did cause their spite. 

Which made them draw in black and white. 

Be that as 'twill, tliis is most true. 

They were inspir'd by what tliey drew. J 

Let then such critics know, my face . 

Gives them their comeliness and grace : f 

While every line of face does bring 

A line of gi-ace to what they sing. 

But yet, methinks, though with disgrace 

Both to tlie picture and the face. 

1 



DAS JACKSON^ DEFENCE. 2bff 

I should Dame them who do rehearse 

The stcny of the picture farce ; 

The aquire, iu French as hard as stone, 

Or stroDg as rock, that^s all as one. 

On fece on cards is very brisk, sirs, 

Because on theoi jou play at whisk, sin. 

Bat much I wonder, why my crany 

Should envy'd be by De-ei-any : 

And yet much more, that half-namesake 

Should join a party In the freak. 

For sure I am it was not safe 

Thus to abuse his better hal( 

As I shall prove you, Dau, to be. 

Dividm and conjunctively. 

For if Dan love not Sherry, can 

Sherry be any thing to Daa ? 

This is the case whene'er you see 

Dan makes nothing of Sherry ; 

Or should Daii be by Sherry o^erta'en^ 

Then Dan would be poor Sherridane : 

'Tis hard then he should be decry'd 

By Dan with Sherry by his side. 

But, if the case must be so hard. 

That faces suffer by a card, 

LiCt critics censure, what care I P. 

Back biters only we defy. 

Faces are free from injgrj-. 
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MR. ROCHFORT'S REPLY. 

Tou say your face is better hung 

Than ours — ^by what ? by nose or tongue ? 

In not explaining, you are wrong 

to us, $ir. ? 

Because we thus must state the case, 
That you have got a hanging face, 
Th' untimely end's a damn'd disgrace j^ 

of noosci sir. >" 

But yet be not cast down : I ico 

A weaver will your hangman bo $ ^ 

You'll only bang in tapestry 

witii many : 

And then the ladies, I suppose, 
Will praise your longitude of nose, 
For latent charms within your clothes, 

dear Danny* 

Thus will the fair of every age 
From all pails make their pilgrimage, 
Worship thy nose with pious rage 

of love, sir : 

All their reli^n will be spent 
About thy woven monument, 
Ant) not one orison be sent 

to Jove, sir. 
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Tou the fam'd idol will become. 
As gardeDg grac'd in ancient Rome, 
Bj matrons worsbipM in the gloom 

of night: 

O happy Dan ! thrice happy sure t 
ij fame for ever shall endui-e, 
after death can love secure 

at sight. 

So far I thought it was my duty 
jj^To dwell upon thy boasted beauty; 
^lj[pw 111 proceed a word or two 't ye 
* in answer 

To that part where you carry on 
This paradox, that rock and stone 
In your opinion are all one : 

How can, sir, 

A man of reasoning so profound 

So stupidly be run aground, 

Aa tUiigB so diiTerent to confound 

t' our senses ? 

Except you judgM them by the knock 
Of near an equal hardy block t 
Such an expeiimental stroke 

convinces. 

Then might you be, by dint of reason^ 
A pro'ier jud^e on this occasion ; 
'Gainst leeling there's no disputation, 

is granted : 
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Therefore to thy superior wit, 
Who made the trial, we submit ; 
Thy head to prove the truth of it 

we wanteit. 

Jo one assertion youVe to blame, 
Where Dan and Sherry's made the same. 
Endeavouring to have your name 

refin'd, sir : 

You'll see most grossly you mistook. 
If you consult your spelling-book, 
(The better half you say you took) 

you'll find, sir ; 

S, il, E, she — and R, I, ri, 
Both put together make Sherry, 
D. A, K", Dan — makes up the three 

syllaV)les ; 

Dan is but one, and Sherri two, 
Then, sir, your choice will never do ; 
Therefore I've tnrn'd, my friend, on you 

the tables. 



OR. DELANY S REPLY. 

# 

Assist me, my Muse, while I labour to limn him . 

Crcdite, Pisones^ isti tabula: persinnlcm. 
You look and you write with so diflfcrcnt a grace. 
That I envy your verse, though I did not your face. 
And to him that thinks rightly, there's reason enough, 
*C:ui8e one is as smooth, as the other Is rough. 
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But much I'm amaz'd you should think my desigo 
^as to ly lime dowo your nose, or your harlequio grio^ 
Vhich you yourself wonder the de'el should malign. 
Lnd if 'tis BO strange, Uiat your monstership's crany* 
3mild be envy'd by him, much less by Delany ; 
riiough I own to you, when I consider it stricter, 
i CBvy the painter, although not the picture. 
Ii^j justly she's envy'd, since a fiend of Hell 
^U never drawn right but by her and Raphael. 

Next, as to the charge, which you tell us is tni<^ 
Fhitwe were inspir'd by the subject we drew, 
bipr'd wc were, and well, sir, you knew it, • 
fct not by your nose, but the fair one that drew it : 
Bad your nose been the Muse, we had ne'er been in- 
spir'd, 
rho' perhaps it might justly Ve been said we were fir\l. 

Af to the division of words in your staves, 
like my countryman's horn comb, into three halves, 
Ineddle not with 't, but presume to make merry, 
ToQ caird Dan one half, and 'tother half Sherry : 
Row if Dan's a half, as you call't o'er and o'er, 
Iben it can't be deny'd that Sherry's two more. 
For pray give me leave to say, sir, for all you, 
That Sherry's at least of double the value. 
Bit perhaps, sir, you did it to fill up the verse : 
So crowds in a concert (like actors in a farce) 
HiQr two parts in one, when scrapers are scarce. 
Bot be that as 'twOl, you'll know more anon, sir, 
Wien Sheridan sends to Merry Dao answer. 
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SHERIDAN'S REPLY. 

Three merry lads you own we are ; 
*Ti8 very true, and free from care, 
But envious we cannot bear, 

believe, air : 

For, were all forms of beauty thine. 
Were you like Nereus soft and fine, 
We sbquld not in the least repine. 

or grieve^ air. 

Then know from us, most beauteous Dai^ 
That roughness best becomes a man ; 
- Tis woman should be pale and wan, 

and taper} 

And all your trifling beaux and fops, 

Who comb their brows, and sleek their chopti 

Are but the otTspring of toyshops, 

mere vapour. 

We know your morning hours you pass 

To cull and gather out a face ; 

Is this the way you take your glass ? 

Forbear it : 

Those loads of paint upon your toilet. 
Will never mend your face, but spoil it. 
It looks as if you did parboil it : 

Drink claret* 
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Your cheeks, by sleeking, are so lean. 
That they're like Cyotbia in the wane, 
Or breast at goose when 'tis pickM clean, 

or pullet : 

See vhat by drinking you have done : 
Tg«Ve made your phiz a skeleton, 
Abb the long distance of your crown, 

t'your gullet. 



A REJOINDER. 

BY THE DEAN, IN JA.CKS0N*8 NAME. 

Wearied with saying ;i;race and prayer, 
I hasten'd down to coaotry air, 
To read your answer, and prepare 

reply to't : 

ftityour fair lines so grossly flatter, 
ft»y, do tliey praise mc, or bespatter ? 
I mist suspect you mean the latter — 

Ah! slyboot! 

It most be so ! what else, alas ! 
Can mean by culling of a face, 
And all that sUiff of toilet, glass, 

and box-comb ? 

But be't as 'twill, this you must grant, 
^fhat you're a daub, whilst I put paint ; 
) Then which of us two is the quaint- 
er coxcomb ? 

I VOL. X-. N 
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I value not your jokes of noose, 
Tour gibes, and all your foul abuse, 
More than the dirt beneath my shoes, 

nor fear it : 

Yet one tiling vexes me, I own, 

Thou sony scarecrow of skin and bone ; 

To be call'd lean by a skeleton, 

whoM bear it ? 

'Tis true indeed, to curry friends, 
You seem to praise, to make amends. 
And yet, before your stanza ends, 

you flout me, 

'Bout latent charms beneath my clothes. 
For every one that knows me knows 
That I have nothing like my nose 

about me : 

i pass now where you fleer and laugh, 
'Cause I call Dan my better half ! 
O there you think you have me safe ! 

But hold, sii' : 

Ts not a penny often found 

To be much greater than a pound ? 

By your good leave, my most profound 

and bold &ir, 

Dan's noble mettle. Sherry base ; 
So Dan's the better, though the less. 
An ounce of gold's worth ten of brass, 

dull pej^aot ! 
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^ to your spelliDg, let me aeCi 

If SHE make sher, and RI make rj, 

^oodqielling-masterj yourcrany 

has lead oo't *' 



ANOTHER REJOINDER, 

BY THE DEAN, IN JACKSON 's NAJfE. 

Three days for answer I have waited, 
I diought an ace youM ne'er have bated, 
And art thou forc'd to yield, ill fated 

poetaster ! 

Henceforth acknowledge, that a nose 
Of thy dimension's fit for prose, 
•Bat every one that knows Dan, knows 

thy master. 

Bhuh for ill spelling, for ill lines, 
And fiy with huiry to ramines ; 
Thy fame, thy genius now declines, 

proud boaster. 

I hear with some concern you roar, 
And flying think to quit tlie score, 
B7 clapping billets on your door 

and posts, sir. 

Thy nun, Tom, I never meant, 
I'm griev'd to hear your banishment, 
But pleasM to find you do relent 

and cry on. 
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I roaulM you, ivben you look'd so bluff, 
But now V\\ secret keep yoiv stuff; 
For know, prostration is enough 

to th' lion* 



SHERIDAN'S SUBMISSION- 

BY THE BEAN. 

" Cedo jam, misers cognoscens pneraia rixe. 
Si rixa est, ubi tu pulsas ego vapulotantum.*' 

Poor Sherry, inglorious, 
To Dan tlie victorious, 
Presents, as 'tis fitting, 
Petition and greeting. 

To you, victorious and brave. 

Your now subdued and suppliant slave 

Most humbly sues for pardon ; 
Who when I fought still out ine down, 
And when I vanquish'd fled the town. 

Pursued and laid me hard on. 

Now lowly crouch'd I cry peceavij 
And prostrate supplicate pour ma vif, 

Your mercy I rely on ; 
For you, my conqueror and my kin£> 
In pardoning, as in punishing, 

Will show yourself a lion* 

Alas ! sir, I had no design. 
But was unwarily drawn in ; 
For qpite I ne'er bad any ; 
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T was the damo'd 'squire with the hard name ; 
The de'el too that ow'd-mc a shame^ 
The devil and Delany. 

They tempted me t'attack your highueflp> 
And then, with wonted wile and slyness, 

They left me in the lurch : 
Unhappy wretch f for now, I ween, 
I've nothing left to vent my spleen 

But ferula and birch : 

And they, alas! yield small i-clieil 
Seem rather to renew my grief, 

My wounds bleed all anew : 
For every stroke goes to my heart, 
And at etch lash I feel tlto smart 

Of lash laid on by you. 



TO THE KEY. DANIEL JACKSOK. 

■>• BB HUMBLY PRESENTED BT MR. BHRRIDAN IN 
PERSON, WITH RESPECT, CARE, AND SPEED. 

^'KAR DAN, 

Herb I return my trust, nor ask. 

One penny for remittance ; 
If I have well performed my task. 

Fray send me an acquittance. 

*Too long I bore this weighty pack, 

As Hercules the sky ; 
^ow take him you, Dan Atlas, backf> 

Let me be stander-by. 
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JiTot all the witty things you speak 

In compass of a day, 
^N'ot half the puns you make a week, 

Should bribe his longer stay. 

With me you left him out at nurse, 

Yet are you not ray debtor; 
For, as lie hardly can be worse, 

I ne'er could make him better* 

He rhymes and puns, and puns and rhymes, 

Just as be did before; 
And, when he's lash'd a hundred times', 

He rhymes and puns the more. 

When rods are laid on schoolboys bums, 
The more they frisk and skip : 

The schoolboy's top but louder hums 
The more they use the whip. 

Thus, a lean beast beneath a load 

(A beast of Irish breed) 
Will, in a tedious, dirty road, 

Outgo the prancing steed. 

You knock him down and down in vaiii^ 

And lay him flat before ye, 
For, soon as he gets up again, 

He'll strut, and cry, Victoria ! 

At every stroke of mine, he fell, 
'Tis true he roar'd and cry'd ; 

But his impenetrable shell 
Could feel do harm besides 



POSTSCRIPT, 271 

The tortoise thus, with motion slow, 

Will clamber up a wall ; 
Tet, senseless to the hardest blow. 

Gets nothing but a fall. 

Dear Dan, then, why should you, or J, 

Attack his pericrany ? 
And, since it is in vain to try, 

We'll send him to Delany. 

POSTSCRIPT. 
N Tom, when I saw him, last week, oo his hprse 

awry, 
eatcn'd loudly to turn me to stone with his sorcery. 
, I think, little Dan, that, in spite of what our foe 

says, 
will find I read Ovid and his Metamorphosis, 
omitting the first (where I make a comparison, 
h a sort of allusion to Putland^ or Harrison) 
, by my description, you'll find he in short is 
ack and a garran, a top and a tortoise. 
L hope from henceforward you ne'er will ask, caB 

I maul 
s teazing, conceited, rude, insolent animal ? 
I, if this rebuke might turn to his benefit, 
r I pity the man) I should be glad then of it. 

* Alhidiflg to the Prologue, mentioned above, p. 250- N- 
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TO DR. SHERIDAN. 

ON HIS " ART OF PUNNING."* 

Had I ten thousand mouths and tongues; 
Had I ten tbousaod pair of luDgs, 
Ten thousand sculls yfiih brains to thinly 
Ten thousand standishes of ink, 
Ten thousand hands and pens to write 
Thy praise, I'd study day and night. 

O may thy work for ever live ! 
(Dear Tom, a friendly zeal forgive) 
May no vile miscreant saucy cook 
Presume to tear thy learned book. 
To singe his fowl for nicer guest, 
Or pin it on the turkey's breast. 
Keep it from pastry bak d or flying, 
From broiling stake, or fritters frying, 
From lighting pipe, or making snuil^ 
Or casing up a feather mu£^ 
From all the several ways the grocer 
(Who to the learned world's a foe, sir) 
Has found in twisting, folding, packing^ 
His brains and oiir's at once a racking. 
And may it never curl the head 
Of either living block or dead ! 
Thus, when all dangers they have past. 
Tour leaves, like leaves of brass, shall last 
No blast shall from a critic's breath. 
By vile infection, cause their death. 
Till they in flames at last expu*e. 
And help to set the world on fire. 

* Printed in the twenty-fourth volume. Ni 
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THE ORIGIITAL OF PUNNING, 

FROX PiiATO^S 8YMP08IACS. 

BT im. sherhllw.* 

Okce on a time, id meny mood, 
Jove made a Puk of flesh and blood ; 
A double, tma-facei living creature, 
Amdrogynos^ of twofold nature. 
For back to back with single skin 
He bound the male and female in ; 
So much alike, so near the same, 
Thej stuck as closely as their name. 
Whatever words the male exprest. 
The female tumM them to a jest ; 
Whatever words the female spoke. 
The male converted to a joke : 
So, in this form of man and wife. 
They led a merry funning life. 

The Gods from Heaven deccend to Earth, 
Drawn down by their alluring mirth 9 
So well they seem'd to like the sport, 
Jove could not get them back to court 
Th' infernal Gods ascend as weU, 
Drawn up by magic puns from Hell. 
Judges and furies quit tlieir post, 
And not a soul to mind a ghost. 
*• Heyday !" says Jove ; says Pluto too, 
** I think the Devil's here to do ; 

* This and the foUowin^ poem were originally pablisbed with 
The Art of Punning." N. 

n2 
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Here's Hell broke loose, andHeav'n's quite empty 

We scarce have left one God in twenty. 

Pray, what has set them all a running ?" — 

"Dear brother, nothing else but punning. 

Behold that double creature yonder 

Delights them with a double entendre.^ 

" Ods-fish," says Pluto, " where's your thunder ? 

Let drive, and split this thing asunder." 

" That's right ;" quoth Jove ; with that he threw 

A bolt, and split it into two ; 

And when the thing was split in twaio^ 

Why then it punn'd as much again. 

" 'Tis thus tlie diamonds we refine. 
The more we cut, the more they shine : 
And ever since, your Men of Wit, 
Until they're c«/, can't pun a bit. 
So take a starling when 'tis young. 
And down the middle slit the tongue^ 
With groat or sixpence, 'tis no matter. 
You'll find the bird will dmihly chatter. 

" Upon the whole, dear Pluto, you know; 
'Tis well I did not slit my Juno ! 
For, had I done 't, whene'er she'd scold me^ 
She'd make the Heavens too hot to hold meJ* 

The Gods, upon tliis application, 

Return'd each to his habitation. 

Extremely pleasM with this new joke ; 

The best, they swore, he ever spoke.. 
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FROM MY MUCH HONOURED FRIEND AT 
HELDELVILLE, [Db. Delaky.] 

Hail to the sage, ^ho, from his native store, 

iMac'd a scieDce never known before, 

Sdeooe of words, ooce jargon of the schools, 

The plague of wise men, and the boast of fools, 

Made easy now and useful in jour rules ! 

Wbere wit and humour equally combine, 

Ov mirth at once to raise and to refine, 
[ mi DOW not half the worth of sounds we knew? 

Their virtual value was reserved for you. 

To trace their various mazes, and set forth 
' Tbeir hidden force, and multiply their worth ; 

For if t' express one sense our words we choose, 

A double meaning is of double use* 
Hail, sacred Art ! by what mysterious name 

Shall I adore thee, various, and the same ? 

The Muses' Proteus, skill'd with grateful change. 

Through all the pleasing forms of wit to range 
\ h qakk succession, yet retain through all 

SoDe faint resemblance of th' original. 
Hail, fairest oflspring of prodigious birth, 

AtoDce the parent and the child of Miilh ! 

^ith Chloe's charms thy airy form can vie, 

And with thy smiles as many thousands die ; 

The pleasing pain through all llieir vitals thrills; 

"ith subtle force, and ticklez as it kilL«. 

Thee (oo^ like her, die dying snaiiis pursue, 

^gay, as careless, as incouoiaiit too j 
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To raise yet more thy merit and tliy fame. 
The Cyprian Goddess glories in thy name, 
Pleas'd to be thought the laughter-loving dame. 
JS"or less thy praise, nor less thy power to wound» 
Thou lovely, fleeting, image of a sound. 



STELLA TO DR. SWIFT. 

ON HIS BIRTHDAY, NOV. 30, 1721, 

St. Patrick's Dean, your country's pride^ 
My early and my only guide. 
Let me among the rest attend, 
Your pupil and your humble friend, 
To celebrate in female strains 
The day that paid your mother's pains; 
Descend to take that tribute due 
In gratitude alone to you. 

When men began to call me fair, 
You interpos'dyour timely care; 
You early taught me to despise 
The ogling of a coxcomb's eyes; 
Show'd where my judgment was misplaeVi; 
Refin'd my fancy and my taste. 

Behold that beauty just decayed, 
Invoking art to nature's aid : 
Forsook by her admiring train, 
She spreads her tatter'd nets in vain ; 
Short was her part upon the stage ; 
Went smoothly on for half a page; 
Her bloom was gone, she wanted art, 
As the scene cbang'd, to change her part^ 



STELLA TO DR. SWIFT. 2»l 

She, whom no lover could resist. 
Before the second act was hiss'd. 
Such is the fate of female race 
With 00 endowments but a face ; 
fiefore the thirtieth year of life, 
A maid forlorn, or bated wife. 

Stella to you, her tutor, owe» 
That she has ne'er resembled those : 
Nor was a burden to mankind 
With half her course of years behind. 
You taught how I might youth prolong. 
By knowing what was right and wrongs 
How from my heart to bring supplies 
Of lustre to my fading eyes ; 
How soon a beauteous mind repairs 
The loss of changM or falling hairs; 
How wit and virtue from within 
Send out a smoothness o^er the skin : 
Tour lectures could my fancy &X9 
And I can please at thirty-six. 
The sight of Chloe at fifteen 
Coquetting, gives not me the spleen ; 
The idol now of every fool 
Till time shall make their passions cool ; 
Then tumbling down time's steepy hill. 
While Stella holds her station still. 
O ! turn your precepts into laws. 
Redeem the women's ruin'd cause, 
Retrieve lost empire to our sex. 
That men may bow their rebel necks. 

Long be the day that gave you birth 
Sacred to friendship, wit, and mirth; 
liate dying may you cast a shred 
Of your rich mantle o'er my head ; 
To bear with dignity my sorrow. 
One day alone, then die to-morrow. 
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TO STELLA, 

ON HER BIRTHDAY, 1721-2. 

While, Stella, to your lasting praise 
The Muse her anoual tribute pays, 
While I assign myself a task 
Which you expect, but scorn to ask ; 
If I perform this task with pain. 
Let me of partial fate complain; 
You every yeai- the debt enlai'ge, 
I grow less equal to the charge : 
Id you each virtue brighter shines, 
But my poetic vein declines ; 
My harp will soon in vain be strung, 
And all your virtues left unsung, 
for none among the upstart race 
Of poets dare assume my place ; 
Your worth will be to them unknowi^, 
They must have Stellas of their own ; 
And thus, my stock of wit decay'd, 
I dying leave the debt unpaid, 
Unless Delany, as my heir, 
Will answer for the whole arrearl 
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ON THE GREAT BURIED BOTTLE. 



BY DR* OELANT. 



JoiraoRA, quae maestum lioquis» laetamque reyises 
Areotem domioum, sit tibi terra levis. 

Ta quoque depositum serves, neve opprime, marmor : 
Amphora non meruit tam preliosa mori. 
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EPITAPH, BY THE SAME. 

Hoc tnmulata jacet proles Leoasa sepulchro, 
InHDortale genus, Dec peritura jacet ; 

^Uin oritui'a iterum, matris coocreditur alvo ; 
Bb natum referunt te quoque^ Bacche Faterl 



STELLA'S BIRTHDAY: 

A GREAT ROTTLE OF WllfE, IA}VCr RURIED, BEIN6 
THAT DAY DUG UP. 1722-3. 

Resolved my annual verse to pay, 
By duty bound, on Stella's day, 
Fumish'd with paper, pens, and ink,. 
I gravely sat me down to think : 
I bit my nails, and scratch'd my hea^ 
But found my vit and fancy fled : 




STELLA'S BIRTHDAY. 

to sagr tmtb, mdi duIneaB reigiuy 
the whole set of Iririi deans^ 
II7 stumi'd with «ich a medlef, 
W— ^ Deaa D — ^ and Dean Siiiedle7, 
let what dean soever come, 
aiB, Fm not at home; 
7our yoke had not been loud, 
mat have pasM among the crowd* 
now, your danget to preveot, 
i8t apply to Mrs. Brent ; 
as priesteas knows the rites 
the god of earth delights, 
line ways looking, let her stand 
old poker in her hand ; 
describe a drde round 
ley's cellar on the ground: 
let prudent Archy hold, 

(Bscretion dig the mould : 
la look with watchfiil eye^ 
Ford, and Grattans by. 
^Id the bottle, where it lies 
elated toward the skies 1 
of winds and god of fire 
wondrous birth conspire ; 

fiurthe poet'snse 
a strong in^iring juice, 
you raise it from its tomb, 
behind a spacious womb, 
|die qpacious womb contain 
medicine for the brains, 
find it soon, if fate consents; 
thousand Mrs. Brents, 

Archys, arm'd with spadee« 
in vain to Pluto's shades. 
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Or, if with more than usual paio, 

A thought Came slowly from my brain ; 

It cost me lord knows how much time 

To shape it into sense and rhyme : 

And what was yet a greater curse, 

Long thinking made my fancy worse. 

Foi-saken by th' inspiring Nine, 

I waited at Apollo's shrine : 

I told him what the world would say. 

If Stella were unsung to day : 

How I should hide my bead for shame^ 

When both the Jacks and Robin came^ 

How Ford would frown, how Jim would leer, 

How Sheridan the rogue would sneer> 

And swear it does not always follow. 

That semel in anno ridet Apollo. 

I have assur'd them twenty times, 

That Phoebus help'd me in my rhymes ; 

Phoebus inspired me from above, 

And he and I were hand and glove. 

But, finding me so dull and dry since, 

They'll call it all poetic license ; 

And when I brag of aid divine, 

Think Eusden's right as good as mine. 

Nor do I ask for Stella's sake ; 
'Tis my own credit lies at stake : 
And Stella will be sung, while I 
Can only be a stander by. 

Apollo, having thought a little, 
Return'd this answer to a tittle : 

Though you should live like old Methusalea 
I furnish hints, and you shall use all ^em> 
You } oarly sing as she grows old. 
You'd leave her virtues half untold. 



STELLA'S BIRTHDAY. 2«1 

Bttt, to say truth, such dulness reigusy 
Through the whole set of Irish deaosi 
I'm daily stunn'd with such a medley. 
Dean W — y Deau D — ^ and Dean Smedley, 
That, let what dean soever come, 
My orders are, I'm not at home ; 
And if your voice had not been loud, 
Tou must have pas'd among the crowd* 

But now, your danget to prevent, 
Tou must apply to Mrs. Brent ; 
For she, as priestess, knows the rites 
Wherein the god of earth delights. 

^rst, nine ways looking, let her stand 

With an old poker in her hand ; 

Let her describe a circle round 

In Saunder's cellar on the ground: 
A spade let prudent Archy hold, 

And with discretion dig the mould : 

Let Stella look with watchfiil eye^ 

Rebecca, Ford, and Grattans by. 
Behold the bottle, where it lies 

With neck elated toward the skies! 

The god of winds and god of fire 

Did to its wondrous birth conspire ; 

And Bacchus for the poet's use 

Pour'd in a strong inspiring juice. 

See ! as you raise it from its tomb, 

It drags behind a spacious womb, 

And in the spacious womb contains 

A sovereign medicine for the brains. 
Youll find it soon, if fate consents; 

If not, a thousand Mrs. Brents, 

Ten thousand Archys, arm'd with spades. 

May dig in vain to Pluto's shades. 
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From thence a plenteous draught infuse, 
And boldly then invoke the Muse; 
But first let Robert on his knees 
With caution drain it from the lees : 
The Muse will at your call appear. 
With Stella's praise to crown the ye|pr. 



A SATIRICAL ELEGY, 

ON THE DEATH OF A LATE FAMOUS GENES At. Mi 

His Grace ! impossible ! what dead ! 
Of old age too, and in his bed ! 
And could that mighty warrior fall. 
And so inglorious, after all ? 
Well, since he's gone, no matter how. 
The last loud trump must wake hini now: 
And, trust me, as the noise grows strooger,* 
He'd wish to sleep a little longer. 
And could he be indeed so old 
As by the newspapers we're told ? 
Threescore, I think, is pretty high ; 
'Twas time in conscience he should die ! 
This world lie cumbered long enough ; 
He burnt his candle to the snuff; 
And that's the reason, some folks think, 
He left behind so great a stink. 
Behold his funeral appears, 
Nor widows' sighs, nor orphan's tears, 
Wont at such times each heart to pierce. 
Attend the progress of his hearse. 
But what of that ? his friends may say. 
He bad those liououi's iu his day. 
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True to his profit and his pride, 
He made them weep bef(M« he died. 
Come hither, all ye empty things I 
Ye babbles raisM by breath of kings ! 
Who float upon the tide of state ; 
Come hither, and behold your fate ! 
Let Pride be taught by this rebuke, 
How very mean a thing's a duke ; 
From all his ill got honours flung, 
Toru'd to that dirt from whence he sprung. 



DEAN SMEDLEY'S PETITION 

TO THE DUKE OF GRAFTON. 

** Xon domus aat fundui — ** Hob.' 

It was, my lord, the dext'rous shift 
Of t'other Jonathan, viz. Swift, 
But now St. Patrick's saucy dean. 
With silver verge and surplice clean. 
Of Oxford, or of Ormondes grace, 
In loo6er rhyme to beg a place. 
A place he got, yclept a stall. 
And eke a thousand pound withal ;- 
And, were he a less witty writer. 
He might as well have got a mitie. 
Thus I, the Jonathan of Clogher, 
In humble lays, my thanks to olTer, 
Approach your grace with grateful heart, 
My thanks and verse both void of art, 
Content with what your bounty gave* 
No larger income do I crave : 
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Rejoicing that, in better times, 
Grafton requires my loyal lines. 
Proud ! ^vhile my patron is polite, 
I likewise to the patriot ivrite ! 
Proud ! that at once I can commend 
King George's and the Muses' friend! 
EndearM to Britain ; and to thee 
(Disjoined, Hibemia, by the sea) 
Endear'd by twice three anxious years, 
Employ'd in guardian toils and cares ; 
Bj love, by wisdom, and by skill ; 
For he has sav'd thee 'gainst thy will. 

But where shall Smedley make his nest, 
And lay his wandering head to rest ? 
Where shall he find a decent house, 
To treat his friends, aud cbeer bis spouie t 
O t tack, my lord, some pretty cure ; 
In wholesome soil, and ether pure ; 
The garden stor'd with artless flowei% ;.; 
In either angle shady bowers. 
No gay parterre, with costly green, 
Within the ambient hedge be seen : 
Let Nature freely take her course, 
Nor fear from me ungrateful force ; 
No sheers shall check her sprouting Tigoufi 
Nor shape the yews to antic figure : 
A limpid brook shall trout supply. 
In May, to take the mimic fly; 
Round a small orchard may it run, 
Whose apples redden to the sun. 
Let all be snug, and warm, and neat ; 
For fifty tum'd a safe retreat, 
A little Euston'"' may it be, 
Euston 111 carve on every tree. 

* The name o( the duke*s seat, in Suffolk. K. 
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Bat then, to keep it in repiir. 

My knd — twice 11% pounds m year 

Will baietydo; but if your grace 

Could make them buudreda — cbanniug place ! 

Thou then wouldat show another face. 

Clogber ! far north, my lord, it lies, 
llidit snowy bills, loclement skies ; 
One slmrerB with the arctic wind. 
One bears the polar axis grind. 
Good Joho^ indeed, with beef and claret. 
Makes the place warm that one may bear ii. 
He has a purse to keep a table, 
And eke a soul as hospitable. 
Illy heart is good : but assets fail. 
To fight with storms c^ snow and hail. 
Besides, the country's thin of people, 
Who seldom meet but at the steeple : 
The strapping dean, that's gone to Down, 
'!B(B*er nam*d the thing without a frown. 
When, much fatigu'd with sermon study, 
Hie felt his brain grow dull and muddy ; 
No fit companion could be found. 
To push the lazy bottle round : 
Sore then, for want of better folks 
To pledge, his clerk was orthodox. 

Ahl bow unlike to Gerard street, 
^liere beaux and belles in parties meet ; 
Where gilded chairs and coaches throng, 
And jostle as they troll along ; 
Where tea and coffee hourly flow. 
And gapeseed does in plenty grow; 
And Griz (no clock more certain) cries. 
Exact at seven, '' Hoi mutton-pies !'' 

• HitliDp Steroe. 0. 
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There Lady Luna in her sphere 
Once shone, -when Fauuceforth was aot near; 
But now shq wanes, and, as 'tis said, 
Keeps sober hours, and goes to bed. 
There — but 'tis endless to write down 
All the amusements of the town ; 
And spouse will think herself quite undone^ 
To trudge to Conuoi* from sweet London; 
And care we must our wives to please, 
Or else — we shall be ill at ease. 

You see, my lord, what 'tis I lack, 
'Tis only some convenient tack. 
Some parsonage house, with garden sweet. 
To be my late, my last retreat ; 
A decent church, close by its side, 
There, preaching, praying, to reside ^ 
And, as my time securely rolls, 
To save my own and other souls. 



THE DUKE'S ANSWER. 

BY DR. SWIFT. 

Dear Smed, I road tliy brilliant lines, 
Where wit in all its glories shines ; 
Where compliments, with all their pride, 
Are by their numbers dignified : 
I hope, to make you yet as clean 
As that same Viz, St. Patrick's dean. 
I'll give thee surplice, verge, and stall. 
And may be something else wilhal ; 

' The bislioprick of Connor is united te that of Down: ¥nt tb 
vr two drais. F. 
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And, were you not so •;ood a writer, 
I should present you with a mitre* 
Write worse, then, if you can — be wise — 
Believe me, 'tis the way to rise. 
Talk not of making of thy nest : 
Ah ! never lay thy head to rest ! 
That head so well witli wisdom fraught. 
That writes without the toil of thought I 
While others rack their busy brsdns, 
Tou are not in the least at pains. 
<Down to your dean'ry- new repair, 
And build a castle in the air. 
Fm sure a man of your fine sense 
Can do it with a small expense. 

There your dear spouse and you together 
Hay breathe your bellies full of ether. 
When lady Luna is your neighbour, 

She'll help your wife when she's in labour: 

Well skill'd in midwife artifices, 

¥qI die herself oft falls in pieces. 

There you eh all see a rareeshow 

Win make you scorn this worid below, 

When you behold the milky way, 

As white as snow, as bright as day ; 

The glittering constellations roll 

About the grinding arctic pole ; 

The lovely tingling in your ears, 

Wrought by the music of the spheres — 

Your spouse shall then no longer hector, 

Tou need not fear a curtain-lecture ; 

Nor shall she think that she is undone 

For quitting her beloved Loudon. 

When she's exalted in the skies. 

She'll never think of nmtton pies ; 
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When you'i'e advanc'd above dean Vb; 

You'll never think of goody Griz. 

But ever, ever, live at ease, 

And strive, and strive, your wife to pleage ^ 

In her you'll centre all your joys, 

And get ten thousand girls and boys : 

Ten thousand girls and boys you'll get, 

And they like stars shall rise and set. 

While you and spouse, transfonn'd, shall 1000 

Be a new sun and a new moon : 

Kor shall you strive your horns to hide, 

For then your horns shall be your pride. 



VERSES BY STELLA-* 

If it be true, celestial powers. 

That you have form'd me fair, 
And yet, in all ray vainest hours. 

My mind has been my care : 
Then, in return, I beg this grace. 

As you were ever kind. 
What envious Time takes from my face, 

Bestow upon my mind ! 



DR. DELANY'S VILLA.* 

Would you that Delville I describe ? 
Believe me, su*, I will not gibe : 

* See another poem by Stella, intitled ** JeaIoaiQr,>« in Mr. SI 
'lan's Life of Swift N. 
•r TWs was not Swift's, but written ky Dr. Sherid«Q, gPt 
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For M'ho would be satirical 
UpoQ a thiog so very small ? 

You scarce upoo the borders cuter, 
Before you're at the very centre. 
A single crow can make it night, 
When o'er your farms she takes her flight : 
Tet, in this narrow compass, we 
Observe a vast variety ; 
Both walks, walls, meadows, and parterres, 
Windows and doors, and rooms and stairs, 
And hills and dales, and woods and fields, 
And hay, and grass, and corn, it yields ; 
All to your haggard, brought so cheap in, 
Without the mowing or- the reaping : 
A razor, though to sayH I'm loath. 
Would shave you and your meadows both. 

Though small's the farm, yet here's a house 
Full large to entertain a mouse ; 
But where a rat is dreaded more 
Than savage Caledonian boar; 
For, if it's enter'd by a rat. 
There is no room to bring a cat. 

A little rivulet seems to steal 
Bown tlvough a thing you call a vale. 
Like tears adown a wrinkled cheek, 
lake rain along a blade of leek : 
And this you call your sweet meander, 
Which might be suck'd up by a gander. 
Could he but force his nether bill 
To scoop the channel of the rill. 
For sure you'd make a mighty clutter, 
Were it as big as city gutter. 

Next come I to your kitchen garden. 
Where one poor mouse would fare but hflrd in ; 

TQQEh Xi Q 
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And rouQd this garden is a walkr 
No looger than a tailor's chalk; 
Thus I compare what space is in it. 
A snail creeps round it in a minute. 
One lettuce makes a shift to squeeze 
Up through a tuft you call your trees r 
And, once a year, a single rose 
Peeps from the bud, but never blows ; 
In vain then you expect its bloom t 
It cannot blow forwent of room. 

In short, in all your boasted seat. 
There's nothing but yourself that's orxat. 



ON ONE OF THE WINDOWS AT DEL 

VILLE. 

A Bard, grown desirous of saving his pelf, 
Built a liousc he was sure would hold none but fain 
This enrag'd god Apollo, who Mercury sent, 
And bid him go ask what his votary meant ? 
'^ Some foe to my empire has been his adviser : 
'Tis of dreadful portent when a poet turns miierl 
Tell him, Hermes, from me, tell that subject of min 
I liavc sworn by the Styx, to defeat his design ; 
For wherever he lives, the Muses shall reign; 
And the Muses, he knows, have a numerous train.** 



CARBERIiE RUPES. 

IN COMITATU CORGAGENSI. 1723. 

EccE ingcns fragroen scopuli, quod vertice suiomo 
Bcsuper impendet, nullo fundamioe nLcam 



CABBEBIil BUPES. 
IMdkiDll a 

>; tiepidatque siuf ^ 
lfip» h n |t venti rabie, >l \ iginea 
lU0d§9 specns in e cmi iir : 
mit, jam mm a d nt; 

ciAtioiinecepsiiiol etyorl on 
oedas) Uine dejc T< 
limpodtos moDtfi ei PeHoD 
anguipedum co^o jacultee | 
etiam spehiiica immaiii aperltur hii i 
Speqa IT teopoliB, eC utrio^pie faraniiDa ] lit, 
AKllqiie bine aponto ad pontum | Tia Pboebo. 
QhI^Imi flMNrm^ jiincUs laquearia tecti 
; molefl olim niitiura supeni^. 





inbliini nidoa pooiere palumbea, 
stagni posaere cubilia phocs. 
^Hua ssvit hjevoA, et yenti, carrere rupto, 
Yohrunt flucttis ad culmina mootis ; 
arcea, dod fulmina vindice dextr& 
tMa, quodes inimi it ia urbes, 

•onitum andan vei it€ procen& : 

r VikB!|^BBtft nari, et ped p ere rupea, 
Wnv taneD, et loog^ t, arva reliiupieDs. 
Qiatt ti dam carpont | identes rape capells, 
TI mttenCis aqnae de som praecipitantur, 
lldriixii animaa imo sub gurgite linquuot 
IlHidmr lorrft Don audet vellere fiioem ; 
MliliBi in portu tremebiindus, et aera sodum 
■Kiid iperan% IfereBm predboa Todaqoe fatigat. 



tr 



( 292 ) 



CARBERY ROCKS. 

TRANSLATED BY DR. DUNKIN. 

Lo ! from the top of yonder cliff, that shroadi 
Its airy head atnid the azure clouds, 
Hangs a huge fragment ; destitute of props^ 
Prone on the wave the rocky ruin drops ; 
With hoarse rebuff the swelling seas rebound. 
From shore to shore the rocks return the aound ; 
The dreadful mumiurs Heaven's high conyez ckiv^ 
And T^eptune shrinks'beneath his subject waves : 
For, long the whirling winds and beating tides 
Had scoop'd a vault into its nether sides. 
Now yields the base, the summits nod, now nrgp 
Their headlong course, and lash the sounding SBlge. 
Not louder noise could shake the guilty world. 
When Jove heapM mountains upon mountaiDsluurrd ) 
Retorting Felion from his dread abode. 
To crush Earth's rebel sons beneath the IomL 
Oft too with hideous yawn the cayern widis 
Presents an orifice on either side, 
A dismal orifice, from sea to sea 
Extended, pervious to the God of Day : 
Uncouthly join'd, the rocks stupendous fomi 
Ai arch, tl)e ruin of a future storm : 
High on die cliff their nests the woodquesta makiv 
And seaeaVvf s stable in the oozy lake. 

But wlien bleak Winter with bis sullen train 
Awakes the winds to vex the watery plain ; 
When o'er the craggy steep without control, 
|ig with the blast, the raging billows roll; 



THE HQRRID PLOT. 29a 

EltC t0Vii8 bell '^d, i in 

DMed boat Heayen by Jove^ ur , 

Dft If OD iminoiis mea hifl vra 

thdr pride, and 1 t plded tower^ 
tte tumult of thb ^ 
Ww¥m radi o'er wayea, reb ce to shore. 

Ihe urigHphwii in{^ race, tli i wont to brave the shocks 
Oflmgf 0ea% and mo ali i rocks, 
Bov prie with terror; whi me oceao twam^ 
I^ far aod wide, nor tnu th( i ire homes. 

The gpt» while pendent frc I mountain top, 
Ihl ^pflfBK^d herb improyident crop^ 

^•wn the precipice with ten sweep, 

sweet lives b< i un(athom*d deep. 
Tlj^imiinl fiiiliri, lilrh < ndi ^jres, 
' anfiB^ jet tremblkg in ( 1 
tobehdd the 
vows the UK maiOk 
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nOV. JCBS HORRID PLOT lUSCOYERED 
IT mABUSWJIN, THE BISHOP OF RO- 
:CHBT£R'S FRENCH DOG.* 

or ▲ n$AiAmvm BBTwmff ▲ wnia ahd ▲ iort.^ 

1723. 

I AsK*D a whig the otbar ni^t, 
* Hbw cane dds wkked plot to fight ? 
Ha answered, that a dog ot late 
Ubnu'd a minister of state. 

*lMattMp tttbtdfotf^B BpiMBTf CorropoBd^nce, 1790. V«i* 
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Said I, from thence I Dothiog know ; 
For are not all informers so ? 
A villain \vho his fnend betrays, 
We style him by no other phrase ; 
And so a perjorM dog denotes 
Porter, and Pendergast, and Oates, 
And fortj others I could name. 

Whig. But you must know, this dog n 

Tory. A weighty argument indeed ! 
Your evidence was lame : — ^proceed : 
Gdfaae, help your lame dog o'er the stile. 

Whig. Sir, you mistake me all this wbi 
I mean a dog (without a joke) 
Can howl, and bark, but never spoke. 

Tort. I'm! still to seek, which dog you 
Whether our Plunkett, or whelp Skeao, 
^n English or an Irish hound ; 
Or 't'other puppy, that was drown'd $ 
Or Mason, that abandon'd bitch : 
Then pray be free, and tell me which :. 
For every stander by was marking 
That all the noise they made was barking 
You pay them well, the dogs have got 
Their dogs-heads in a porridge pot : 
And 'twas but just ; for wise men say. 
That every dog must have his day. 
Dog Walpole laid a quart of nog im\ 
He'd either make a hog or dog on't; 
And look'd, since he has got his wisfa^ 
As if he had thrown down a dish. 
Yet this I dare foretel you from it. 
He'll soon return to his oi|d vomit. 

Whig. Besides, thb horrid plot was foa 
By Neynoe, after he was drown'd. 



THE HORBID FLOT. ^ 



ToKT. Why then tbe pnfnA u not 
Since jaa eao teach dead dogi to bite. 

Whig. I prmr'd my propodtioD fall : 
Bat jaoobhes are itraoi^y dnlL 
Kov, let me tell jaa plaiiity, iir. 
Our witnedb k a real cur, 
Adflgof wpmikthkjjiaa, 
.Haa twice two legi, two liai^giiig eann; 
ffia name k Harkquio, I wot, 
▲wdTdnit's a name in ereij plot : 
Boalir'd to wwe the Britidi naikn, 
Thaw^h French by biith and edoeatioa ; 
ffia correspondence plainly dated 
Waa an deciphered and translated: 
Bknnawera were exceeding pretQr 
Beinre the secret wise committee; 
-Cnakii as plain as he could bark: 
Then with fab finrefoot set his mark. 

Tory. Then all thk while have I been biiibkid, 
I dMogbt it was a dog in douUet : 
, The. matter now no longer sticks ; 
Toratatesmen never want dog tricks^ 
Bntrinoeit wasa real cur. 
And not a dog in meUqphor, 
1 1^ 70U jo J <tf the report. 
That he's to haye a place at court 

Whi«. Tefli and a ^ace he will gppw ridi in j 
A turnspit in the royal kitchen. 
Sir, to be plain, I tell you what. 
We had occasion fior ajJ otj 
And when we fiDund the clll'Se^*^^^ 
WegiMSB'd the bishop's foot was in it. 

ToBT.. . I own it was a dau^ious project^ 
And you have prov'd it by dog-logia 
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Sure such intelligence between 
A dog and bishop ne'er was seen, 
Till jou began to change the breed '; 
Tour bishops all are dqgs indeed ! 



STELLA AT WOOD PARI; 

A HOUSE OV CHABLS8 FOSB, SBO* K&IJt DUBZiak 

** -^Cuicamqae nocere volebati 
VestimeDta debat pretiosa." 

Don Carlos, in a meny spite. 

Did Stella to his house invite : 

He eiitertain'd her half a year 

"With generous wines and costly cbecr^ 

Don Carlos made her chief director. 

That she might o*er the servants hectiT*' 

In half a week the dame grew nice, 

Got all things at the highest price : 

Now at the table' bead she 8it% 

Presented with the nicest bkss 

She look' on partridges with Bcorq, 

Except they tasted of the com : 

A haunch of venison made lier sweali 

Unless it had the right ytniMlitf. 

Don Carlos earnestly would beg, 

^* Dear madam, try this pigeon*t kg ;^' 

Was happy, when he could pievalt 

To make her ouly touch a ^piailp 

Through candlelight she viewM the wise 

To see that eveiy glass was fine. 

At last, grown prouder than the devH 

With feeding high and treaUoent civil. 



UL AT WOOD PA&C. »7 



Dqd CarlotiiDwb^gaiitofiid 

Bh malice woik as he dedtgoM. 

The winter iky b^gan to frown ; 

Foot Stella nnit paA off to town : 

Ron polling ebeaiBt and fbontidnalNibbBi^ 

To liU^'s atmkiog tye at DoUin : 

Prom wfaokaoBie esceiciBe and air, 

TotiMriDgin an easy chair: 

From stomach diarm and hear^ feedings 

To piddle Ifte a ladjr tateedlng : 

Fkom ndi^g there the hooadiold siog^. 

To be directed here by Dini^ :* 

-Rom eveiy day a lordly banquet. 

To half a joint, and God be thanked ; 

Rom every meal PontadL in plei^. 

To half a inntooe day In twen^: 

Rom Fold attencBng at her cal^ 

TOTMtSOf 

Flrom Ford, who thinks of mtfaing meai^ 
To the poor doiii^i of the Dean : 
From growmg richer widi good dieer. 
To mnmng oBt by starving here. 

But now arrives the dismal dir^; 
She most return to OnBond Quay 4 
l%e coadmmn stopt ; she look'd, and swore 
The rascal had ndstook the door : 
At comim in, you saw her stoop; "^ 
The entry bnuh'd against her hoop : 
Eadi moment fisiflg IB her ain^ 
She cunt the narrow wiodipg stain : 
Beguk a thousand fruits to spy; 
The cdiii^ hardly ax feet U^ ; 

f The conHMit tompuacm tiJS^Vau F. 
f Vhoe Ow two ladies lodpcd. F. 

o a 
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The smutty waioscoat full of cracks ; 
And half the chaks with broken backs ; 
Her quarter's out at Ladyday ; 
She vows she will no longer stay 
In lodgings like a poor Grizette, 
While there are houses to be let 

Howe'er, to keep her spirits up, 
S^e sent for company to sup : 
When all the while you might remark^ 
She strove in vain to ape Wood Parkr 
Two bottles call'd for (hialf her store 
The aipboard could contain but four) 
A supper worthy of herself, 
Five nothings in five plates of delf. 

Thus for a week the farce went oo ; 
When, all her country savings gone^ 
She fell into her former scene, 
Small beer, a heiring, and the Dean. 

Thus far in jest : though now, I fear. 
Tou think my jesting too severe ; 
But poets, when a hint is new. 
Regard not whether fali^ or true : 
Yet raillery gives no afTence, 
Where truth has not the least pretence ; 
Nor can be more securely plac'd 
Than on a nymph of Stella's taste. 
I must confess your wine and vittlf 
I was too hard upon a little : 
Your table neat, your linen fine ; 
And though in miniature, you shine: 
Yet, when you sigh to leave Wood Park. 
The scene, the welcome, and the sparky 
To languish in this odious town, ' ' 
\n(] pull yoor haughty stomach down; 
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% 

We think yoa qaite nriitake tiie cai^ 
Tbeylrtne lies not io the place: 
f o^ lbop|(h iny raiDeiy vera trac^ 
▲ cottilge k Wood Park with 70a. 



OOFT OF THE BIRTHDAY VERSES ON 

MR. FOBDL* 

* 

CSoxi, be eoQteBt, sioce out it mmi^ 
tW SteUm has faetraj'd her trust ; 
And* whiBperlog, chaif 'd me not to aaf 
^That Mr. Fofd waa horn to day; 
Or, if at iMt I needs muai Uab if, 
Aceotdiag to B7 4i8ual habit, 
SIm bid ne^ with a serious laoe, 
Be sore coneeal the time and (rfaee; 
And not my complbnent to spoil, 
B^ calliog this your native joil : 
(k^noL the ladies wiien they knew 
nat you are taming lorty-two: 
But, if tliese to^cs diall appear 
i^rong aiguinents to keep you Imie, 
1 ddnk, tliom^ you judge hardty of it» 
Oood mann^ns must giro place to profit 

Hie oymphs, with whom you fint began. 
Are eadi beeame a harridan ; 
And Mieiiti^;u€ so far decay 'd, 
Her iovennow must aU be 



fir. Swift had been used to cdebrate the birthday of his frieoi 
CWief Ariy Biq. wbi cfa was on the first day of Jaonaiy. See also 
ilkepncedtog poem, ^ Stella at Wood Park.^-~J)r. Debiiyiiientioiu 
ibaaonathe I)|Hin^lotiiiiate fnends, '* Mattftm Fard^ Esq. amaa 
tf &uHl|7 and fortune, a fine gentlenian, and th« bett lay Kholsgr eC 

%4ia«aad nailon.^ If. 

o3 
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Aod every belle that dnce arate^ 
Has hercoDtemporary b^nz. 
Your form^ cemrades, onoe fo bri|^ 
With vbom you toasted half the nigfal, 
Of rbeumatiBin and pox complaioy 
And bid adieu to dear diampaign. 
Your great protecton, once in power, 
Ave DOW in exile or the Tower. 
Your foes triumphant o'er tho laws, 
Who hate your person and your cause, 
If once they get you on the spot, 
You must be guilty of the plot : 
For, true or false, they'll ne'er inqnfaw^ 
But ule you ten times wone than Prior. 

In London! what would you do there? 
Can you, my friend, with patlenee bear 
(Nay, would it not your passion rais^ 
Worse than a pun, or Irish phrase ?) 
^0 see a scoundrel strut and heetoTt 
A footboy to some rogue director, 
To look on vice triumphant round. 
And virtue trampled on the groaodP 
Observe where bloody •**•• stands 
With torturing engines in his hands, 
Hear him blaspheme, and sweai^ and ndl 
Threatening the pillory and jail : 
If this you think a pleasing scene, 
To London straight return ag«io| 
Where, you have told us from e ap erfene^ 
Are swarms of bugs and presbyteriana. 

I tliought my very spleen would buii^ 
When Fortune Uther drove me first; 
Was full as hard to please as you» 
Nor ponpna names nor phces knew: 



OK WtLtOVn mWFEDAY. Ml 

Bsliiovf art as other Mil, 
lAe piif^M» wben tlMir fii b kNlDBi 
If yw ha^ IjowkD flllta iMrt^ 

WcV aAe a «nD one hoe Iqr «t; 
The dMkRBoe k Bot MKli Iwt VMO 

St Jaae^ Pttrk md Slsphen't Oieai^ 
JCad DMVMKilieet w91 lenre as wdl 
T« k«i yon diitfaar M PaAJIalL 
Bor want a paaage tlapoagb thepalaM^ 
Tachoqae jpaor rfght, mmI fate jonr sanoew 
The DeaattT-liaaoe laay well be natdi*4 
llBdcr oorrectlni, vHh the Thalefa*d.* 
SordhaBI^wheByoaUlheroome^ . 
nvD a cpufft fbratan. 
iwra-Bdd dl a agB dchaiiBer, 

^ with jonr Bloothcnier;t 
at handiOBM evtty hit, 

lad hat a-thnuiand data her wfc 
The ]>eao and SiKridaD, I hopc^ 
Wa half flqipl^ a Gay and IVi|ie. 
Ooihet4 tbo^ yet I kaov hb wotth no^ 
Ma do«b^ win ptoTO a food AibathBOt. 
I Onnr ]Bt0 the bai|^ Tbd; 
la LoodoD can 70a equal Idfli r 
What thUb jon of 07 finmarite daa^ 
BoMi} and Jack, *id Jack and Dan; 
Pdhwraof^ade rt worth and pait% 
With cheerfal hioka and honest hearts? 
Can jan on Dabfia look aith soo^l^ 
Tet hem ware yon and OtaMnd laan-- 



^▲imMitavcni iaStJaBtt'^MlRet H. 

t Ifay, IMAas of Monfacoe, and marcbionea of Mim&ientm, 

|]k.CbrlMt,aaervanldeaBoffltFttric:k*i. H. 
|X.aadl.GnttaB,aBdJ.aadD.Jac]aoD. H, 
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O ! were but you and I so wise, 
To see with Robert Grattan's eyes ! 
Robiu adores that spot of earth, 
That literal spot which gave him birth; 
And swears, ^ Belcamp is, to his taste^ 
^ As fine as Hampton-court at least." 
When to your friend you would enhance 
The praise of Italy or France, 
For grandeur, elegance, and wit» 
We gladly hear you, and submit : 
But then, to come and keep a clutters. 
For this or that side of a gutter, 
To live in this or t'other isle. 
We cannot think it worth your whiles 
For, take it kindly or amiss. 
The difference but amounts to this: 
We bury on our side the channel ^ 
In linen ; and on your's in flannel. 
You for the news are ne'er to seek ; 
While we, perhaps^ may wait a week: 
Tou happy folks are sure to meet 
A hundred whores in every street | 
While we may trace all Dublin o^ei 
Before we find out half a score. 

You see my aiguments are strong, 
I wonder you held out io long: 
But, since you are convinced at last^ 
We'll pardon you for what is past. 
So — let us now for whist prepare : 
Twelve pence a comer, if you dike. ^ 



< BOS ) 



JOAN CUDGELS NED. 1723. 

JtAM codgeb Ned, yet Ned's a bully; 
WIH cudgels Bess, yet Will's a cully. 
Die Ned aod Bess; give Will to Joai^ 
She dares not say her life's her owo. 
Die Joan and WfVL ; give Bess to Ned, 
And eveiy day she combs his head. 



k dUIBBUNG ELECT ON JUDGE BOAT. 
• 1723. 

Po BoorDful ditties, Clio, change thy note, 
iooe am d fate has sunk our Justice Boat 
fhydMald he sink, where nothing seem'd to pres^ 
Bs laidfai^ litae, and his ballast less ? 
*iiftia the waves of this tempestuous world, 
i leqgtfa, his anchor fiz'd and canvaafurl'd^ 
*• Lavf-liill* retirii^ from hiscourt^ 
Lt Us Ring's endf he founders in the port 
nth watertfill'd, he could no longer float, 
rhe cooHBoo death of mai^ a stronger boat 
A post so hll'd on nature's laws entrenches: 
tenches on boats are plac'd, not boats on benches- 
lodyet our Boat (how shafl I reconcile it?) 
Tas both a Boat, and in one sense a fnlot 
nth every wind he sail'd, and well could tack : 
M many pendants, but abhorr'd a Jack.§ 

* A itreetui Dablin, leadiogtotfae harbour. T* 

f A Tillage near the sea. F. 

I It was said he died of a dropsj*. F 

A k cant vord for a Jacobite. F. 
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He's gone, although his frieods began to hope. 
That he mifrht yet be lifted by a rope. 

Behold the awful bench, on whkh he sat ! 
He was as hard and ponderous wood as that : 
Tet, when his sand was out, we find at last, 
That death has overset him with a blast* 
Our Boat is now saiPd to the Stjgian fenrji 
There to supply old Charon's leaky wherry t 
Charon in him will ferry souls to Hell ; 
A trade our Boat^ has practise here so well t 
And Cerberus has ready in his paws 
Both pitch and brimstone, to fill up his flaws. 
Tet, spite of death and fate, I here maintaiD 
We may place Boat in his old post again. 
The way is thus ; and veil desenres your thtiiks 
Take the three strongest <rf his broken plaidj^ 
Fix them on high, conspicuous to be seen^ 
FormM like the triple tree near Stephen's grefeli;t 
And, when we view it thus with thief at end mfU 
We'll cry ; Look, here's our Boat, aood then 
pendant. 

*THE EPITAPH. 
Hers lies Judge Boat within a ooAb| 
Pi^7) gentlefolks, forbear your sooAng. 
A Boat a judge ! yes; where's the bhaodcr? 
A wooden judge is no such wonder* 
And in his robes, you must agree^ 
No boat was better deck'd than he. 
'Tis needless to describe him fuller; 
In short, he was an able sculler. 

* In condemniog male&ctori, an a jiidse. 
i Where the DoUincaUewiitaiidi. F. 
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fSTHOX* THE OBEAT. 1725. 

IteK thvMlioni, tbgr bettify diowi $ 
B«twbDtliy£Ktlier,DDnMii koowii 
ir«rcaDtlieddUBllianM trace 
Tht famder of U^ ^acieiit race; 
Whethjor Of teniper,4Ul of fire» 
Dh corcw Yideaa fior thj ww^ 
Thujii «Ini «ade Scamftvler beii^' 
lad MMd kiBMvgia M^d the mUi 

• (B^whaMe»|ili]kiepbefiigiec^ 
>i*T"'r**^ dftioenfc t# thee) 
Whedw finmi dieadfiil Man yottxlakB 
illiaHlglbdeiceiitfroni whence feu earner 
^4tttr* apnw^abow MUBeroiis^ 
^ Jewn^aaceMotffiii made k 

i^Aaae hoDourable woHodt yea boie 
ItaMD head to feet, and all befiK^. 
Aad alfll/lbe Moedf Md irw|iieii|, 

' TairiBar taTMch leader's tent; 
Oririiethei; aa the leam'd 43aoteBd» 



Ov&HB FartiieDOfie the proadt . 
Wlwn BranheriMi tlqr Totariea erowd ; 
Whether thj great fanfrthen caaae 
Fronreakm^thal bear YaiiNim'a namc^ 
Fcriocoiiiectiim nooldahlEude 
Andifceathf yaiiitediteicaBchide^ 
Whether, at £piciiiiiBfihoir% 
The mrid Aon jofitfiiig leeda ame^ 

* TIus name u a filtby anagram. IL 
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Which, miDgliDg with prolific strife 
lu chaos, kindled into life : 
So jour production was the same.. 
And from contending atoms came. 

Thy fair indulgent mother crown'd 
Thy head with sparkling rubies round : 
Beneath thy decent steps the road 
Is all with precious jewels strow'd. 
The bird of Pallas knows his post, 
Thee to attend, where'er thou goest. 

Byzantians boast, that on the clod 
Where once their Sultan's horse hath trad 
Grows neither grass, nor shrub, nor tree : 
The same thy subjects boast of thee. 

The greatest lord, when you appear^ 
Will deign your livery to wear, 
In all the various colours seen 
Of red and yellow, blue and green. 

With half a word, when you requii^ 
The man of business must retire. 

The haughty minister of state, 
With trembling must thy leisure wait; 
And, while his fate is in thy hands, 
The business of the nation stands. 

Thou dar'st the greatest prince attack^ 
Canst hourly set him on the rack; 
And, as an instance of thy power, 
Enclose him in a wooden tower, 
With pungent pains on every side : 
So Ke«:ulus in torments dy'd. ^ 

From thee our youth all virtues learai 
Dangers with prudence to discern ; 
Aurl well thy scholars are endued 
With teo^ierance and with fortitude; 
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WUb patkooe, which afl Ob mpporti ; 
And lecrecy, the art of courts. 

The glitteriog beau oould hardly tell, 
irahHiil your aid, to read or ipell ; 
But, hairing long eonrer^d with you, 
iJMMPa iiow to write a biUet-douz. 
"* Wkh what delight, methhikai I trace 
Tour blood in CTeiy noble race t 
]iiwiiouitliyfeaturei,iiiape,and naen, 
Aie to the life distinctly aeen ! 
The Briton^ once a savage kind, 
%* jutt were brif^iten'd and lefin'd, 
PaaarudaMis to the bailMrous Bsnm, 
Wilh Vafas robust, and T<»ce that stuns : 
But jau have moulded then afresh, 
BcMOv'd the tough superfluous flesh, 
nm^ then to modulate thev toDgnei^ 
Aid apeak without the help of lungs. 

^ Clileuf on you beslow'd the boon 
To change your visage like the uNNn ; 
Tea aouMftimes half a face produce 
leap Vothtf half far private use. 

Hew fin'd thy conduct in the fight 
IVUi Hennea, son of neias br^t ! 
OilMBaiiet'<l, half encompoas'd rounds 
ToK alrove lor every inch of ground ; 
Tkia, fay a sokKerly retreat, 
BeCiPd to your imperial seat 

Ihe vidor, when your steps he trac'4 
Found all die realms before him waste 
Teu^ o*er the high triumphal arch 
' Foutffie, made your glorious march ; 
The wondrons ardi behind you fell. 
And left a chasm profound as Hdl : 
Tou, in your capitol seeur'd, 
A siege as Iod^ as Troy endur'd* 
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JHARY THE COOK MAID'S LETTER 
TO DR. SHERIDAN. 1 723. 

WuLL, if ever I saw such another man since my Bothar 

bound my head 1 
Tou a gentleman! marry come up! I wonder^ nbere 

you were bred. 
I'm sure such words do not become a maa of yoar 

cloth ; 
I would not give such language to a do^ fiidi and 

troth. 
Tes, you call'd my master a knave : fie, Mi^ ShMUaD I 

'tis a shame 
For a parson, who should know better tUi^ to come 

out with such a name. 
Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan t 'tis both m diame 

and a sin ; 
And the Dean my master is an hoDeskr muk Uma yw 

and all your kin : 
He has more goodnem in his little fipger ttaaa yon have 

in your whole body : 
My master is a panonable man, and not a sp^Ntte-dunkM 

hoddy doddy. 
And now, whereby I find you would fain Babe aft 

excuse, 
Because my master one day, in angeri cdTd you 

goose : 
Which, andl amsurelhave been hisierviaaCfcaryeais 

since October, 
.\nd he never cali'd me wone than sweetheart, drank or 

sober: 



IiBTTER TO on. 9BBBIDAI7* SOt 

IbHhlll r ge t aci i ic wti ertr ccpccrtftf to 

Bj knowledge, 
mi i nll Tim and your eome^rognes-lwqp Um^nl lo Itte 

-^b jfoiir college. 
'Twtij yoir will est gi Ui grtre : m cliriiclaD eal 

! 
u now GonfeM joiinelf Urbe agooieoriB 



'•HJlMli m mudi as to fsj, that mj marter AouM Me 

befiwe ye ; 
TWJL.ini1li that's aa Qod pleases; and I don*t beHere 

that's a true story : 
LljaAfw say I told you so» and you may go tell my 

aMster ; what care T ? 
Aa#^ doD*t care who knows it; 'tis all one to Mary* 
B f^s iy body knows that I love to tell^tnith, and shame 

I SMtaU a poor servant; but I think geotlefiilks should 
sns is :» be €iviL 
Basidcs^jon found fault with our victuals one day that 

i«r« v;.-'' yw ^^s* l^c*® 9 
ImaoHberltifasonaT lyof daya in the year. 

th^wtao s] ! always jesting and 



J, 



h^ (one day as I was mending my master's 
ilotUig ;) 

is' so food of that minister that keeps the 



pJ^tlwwfci Bf nnster a wise man, but that man makes 

fahnafec^ 
nlMital%aaid^I^oi ler than a quart of ale 

■e wmild' come into < kitchen, and I would pin a 

^ l^JlfiA^hmtt U^lA tail. 



I 
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And now I must go, and get Saunders to c 

letter; 
For I write but a bad scrawl ; but my siste: 

she writes better. 
Well, but I must run and make the bed, b 

master comes from prayers ; 
And see now, it strikes ten, and I hear him e 

stairs ; 
Wlifcrcof I could say more to your verses^ J 

write written hand : 
And so I remain^ in a civil way, your sertan 

mand, 

M. 



A NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT FOR BEC* 

Returning Janus now prepares, 
For Bee, a new supply of cares. 
Sent in a bag to doctor Swift, 
Who thus displays the New-year's gift 

First, this large parcel brings you tidiq 
Of our good Dean's eternal chidings; 
Of Nelly's pertness, Robin's leasings, 
And Sheridan's perpetual teazingsT 
This box is cramm'd on every side 
With Stella's magisterial pride. 
Behold a cage with sparrows illl'd, 
First to be fondled, then be kill'd. 
Now to this hamper I invite you» 
With six imagin'd cares to fright you. 
Here in this bundle Janus sends 
Concerns by thousands for your friends : 

^ Mn. Rebecca DiQilex, 8teI1a*8 friend and tompatkv 



% 

Biirourr and bbert. an 

«, Jai kott^ m pair of loiheni polw% 

T« hoM your cues far odier IblkB. 
•.ScM Awi tUi bttfiel ]ro« BBj blotch 

A podL of troubies far a cooeh. 
^t IMilMdlof wax jour eaoi wSU dvkea^ 

fliBlo bo corkNtti oevor hearfceo. 
^-jjdpt jmk the towo maj have lev trouble io^ 

Brk^ aU jour Quilca'g* caret to Oublio, 
^ Rr which he Koda this eauptj sack ; 

Aadao take all upon jour back. 



UnrGLET AND BRENT.r 

A SONO. 
Us As Tone of, '^ 7e Comnoiis and Fieen.** 

JDmaiiXF and Brent, 

Wherever thej went, 
Re*cr abided a word tl t was qpoken ; 

Whalever was 81 1, 

Th^ ne'er troul 1 I 
taki^d at their own 

f 

Should Soioiiiion wise 
lo aijeitj rise, 
ialfhsfw them his Witt 11 learning; 
Thcj neirer won sr. 
But turn the deaf 
AiiMtterthejhadnoi semiow 

*O0Mti7 borne of 0r. Sheridan. ^. 
Ilr.8«flt*«lMin^oeper. F. 
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You ten a good jest. 

And please all the rest ; 
Comes Diogly, and asks you, what iras ll ? 

And, curious to know. 

Away she will go 
To seek an old rag in the closet. 



TO STELLA. 

WBXTTSN ON TBI DAT OF BXR BIRTH* MAKCH 13^ HB-i 

BUT NOT ON THE 8UBJBCT9 
WHEN I WAS SICK IN BED. 

Tormented with incessant pains, 
Can I devise poetic strains? 
Time was, when I could yearly pay 
My verse on Stella's native day : 
But now, unable grown to write, 
I grieve she ever saw the light. 
Ungrateful ! since to her I owe 
That I these pains can undergo. 
She tends me like an humble dave ; 
And, when indecently I rave, 
When out my brutish passious break, 
With gall in every word I speak, 
She, with soft speech, my anguish ebeei% 
Or melts my passions down with-tcan : 
Although 'tis easy to descry 
She wants assistance more than I ; 
!f et seems to feel my pains alone, 
And is a stoic in her own. 
When, a&iong scholars, can we find 
So soft, and yet so firm a auid P 
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JJI tteddeotfl (rf life consph^ 
To nue op Stella's virtue higher ; 
QrdtetointrodiiGethe rest 
Winch hmd heen latent ia her breast 
HerifaniinesB who could e*er hare kuowiu 
Had she not evils of her own? 
Her kindness who could ever guess, 
Had not her friends been in distress ? 

Whatever base returns you find 
fkom me, dear Stella, sUll be kind. 

In jour own heart joall reap the fruit, 

Though I continue still a brute. 

But, when I once am out of pain, 

I promise to be good again : 

Meantime, jour other juster friends 

Shafl Ibr my follies make amends : 

So may we long continue thus, 

Admiring you» you pitying u& 



ON DREAMS. 

AN IMIIATION OP PETRONITS. 
** Sdouiia qos mentes liidaot voUtantibas omfaris," &e. 

Those dreams, that on the silent night intrude, 
id with false flitting shades our minds^delude, 
've never sends us downward from the skies: 
or can they from infernal mansions rise ; 
tare all mere productions of the brain, 
id Ms consult interpreters in vain. 

For, when in bed we rest our weary limbs, 
le mind unburden'd qports in various wWms; 
toil. z» P 
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The busy head with mimic art ruDs o'er 
The scenes and actions of the day before. 

The drowsy tyrant, by his minions led. 
To regal rage devotes some patriot's bead. 
With equal terrors, not with equal guilt, 
The murderer dreams of all the blood he qpflt* 

The soldier smiling hears the widow^s cries, 
And stabs the son before the mother's eyes. 
With like remorse his brother of the trade. 
The butcher, fells the iamb beneath his blade. 

The statesman rakes the town to find a plot, 
And dreams of forfeitures by treason got. ' 
Not less Tom-t — d-man, of true statesman mouldy 
Collects the city filth in search of gold. 

Orphans around his bed the lawyer sees^ 
And takes the plaintiff's and defendant's fees. 
His fellow pick-purse, watching for a job, 
Fancies his finger's in the cully's fob. 

The kind physician grants the husband^s praye 
Or gives relief to long expecting heirs. 
The sleeping liaiigmau ties tl)c fatal noose, 
Nor unsuccessful waits for dead men's shoes. 

The grave divine, with knotty points peipkxk, 
As if he was awake, nods o'er his text: 
W^hile the sly mountebank attends his trade, 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 

The hireling senator of modem days 
Bedaubs tlic guilty great with nauseoi^ praise : 
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AillMdk the fcavei^er with equal grace 
nktebom hk cart the mud in ^•**'b face. 



TIBSES OCCASIONED BT WHITSHED'S* 
MOTTO ON HIS COACH. 1724. 

lAerias ei aaiale sohtm : 
Fine wordf ! I wonder where 70U stole 'em. 
Could DOthiDg but th J chief reproach 
Serve for a motto 00 thy coach ? 
• But let me now the words translate : 
iVufuIr scbim^ my estate ; * 
Mj dear estate, how well I love it ! 
Mj teoantfl, if you doubt, will prove it, 
They iwear I am so kind and good, 
I hug^tbem, till I squeeze their blood. 

Ukertas bears a laige import : 
Alt, how to swagger in a court ; 
Audi aecoDdly, to show mj fury 
Agaioat an uncomplying jury ; 
Aod» thirdly, 'tis a new invention. 
To fitvour Wood, and keep my pension ; 
And, fourthly, 'tis to play an odd trick. 
Get the great seal, and turn out Broderick ; 
And, fifthly, (you know whom I mean) 
To humble that vexatious Dean ; 
And, rixthly, for my soul, to barter it 
Por fifty times its worth to Carteret-f 
Now, since your motto thus you construe, 
1 must confess you've spoken once true. 
hihertaaetnaialtsolttm: 
Tou had good reason, when you stol'em. 

* The chief justice who prosecuted the Drmpier. 8. 
! . f Urd lieoteoant oflreland. H. 
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SENT BY DR. DELANY TO DR. SWIFT 

IN ORDER TO BE ADMITTED TO SPEUC TO HIM, ¥ 

HE WAS DEAF. 1724. 

Dear sir, I think 'tis doubly hard, 

Your ears and doors should both be barr'd. 

Can any thing be more unkind ? 

Must I not see, 'cause you are blind ? 

Methinks a friend at night should cheer you, 

A friend that loves to see and hear you. 

Why am I robb'd of that delight, 

When you can be no loser by't ? 

Nay, when 'tis plain (for what is plainer ?) 

That, if you heard, you'd be no gainer ? 

For sure you are not yet to learn. 

That hearing is not your concern. 

Then be your doors no longer ban**d : 

Your business, sir, is to be heard. 



THE ANSWER. 

The wise pretend to make it clear, 
'Tis no great loss to lose an ear. 
Why are we then so fond of two, 
Wlien by experience one would do ? 

'Tis true, say they, cut off the head, 
And there's an end ; the man is dead ; 
Because, among all human race, 
None eVr was known to have a brace : 
But coiifiil'intly they maintain. 
That where we dnd the members twaiq» 
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* 

Tlie kas of one is no such troaUey 
Since t'other irill in streogth be double. 
The limb surviving, you may swear. 
Becomes bis brother^s lawful heir : 
Thus, for a trial, let me beg of 
Tour leTerence but to cut one leg off. 
And you shall find, by this device, 
The other will be stronger twice ; 
For every day you shall be gaining 
19'ew vigour to the leg remaining. 
So^ when an eye has lost its brother, 
Tou see the better with the other. 
C9ut 1^ your hand, and you may do * 
With t'other hand the work of two : 
Because the soul her power contracts^ 
And on the brother limb reacts. 

Bat yet the point is not so clear in 
Another case, the sense of hearing : 
For, though the place of either ear 
Be distant, as one head can bear ; 
Yet Galen most acutely shows you, 
(Consult his book de parlium usu) i 
That from each ear, as he observes. 
There creep two auditory nerves, 
Not to be seen without a glass. 
Which near the os petrosum pass ; 
Thence to the neck ; and moving thorough there, 
One goes to this, and one to t'other ear; 
Which made my grandam always stuff her ears, 
Both right and left, as fellow sufferers. 
You see my learning ; but, to shorten it, 
When my left ear was deaf a fortnight. 
To t'other ear I felt it coming on : 
And thus I solve this hard phenomenon. 
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^Tis trae, a glass will briog supplies 
To weak, or old, or clouded eyes : 
Tour arms, though both jour eyes were lost 
Would guard your oose against a post : 
Without your legs, two legs of wood 
Are stronger, and almost as good : 
And as for hands, there have been those 
Who, wanting both, have us'd their toes.^ 
But no contrivance yet appears 
To furnish artificial ears. 



A ClUIET LIFE AND A GOOD NAME, 

TO A FRIEND WHO MARRIED A SHREW. 172^. 

J^9^£LL scolded in so loud a din. 
That Will durst hardly venture in^ 
He mark'd the conjugal dispute ; 
Nell roar'd incessant, Dick sat mute : 
But, when he saw his friend appear, 
Cry'd bravely. Patience, good ray dear ! 
At sight of Will, she bawPd no more, 
But hurry'd out, and clapt the door. 

Why Dick ! the Devil's in thy Nell. 
(Cluoth Will) thy house is worfie than Hell ; 
Why what a peal the jade has rung 1 
D — n her, why don't you slit her tongue ? 
For nothing else will make it cease. 
Dear WiU, I suffer this for peace : 
I never quarrel with my wife ; 
I bear it for a quiet life. 

*" There have been iDitances of a man*s writing with hii loot 1 
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Sor^ptiue, 70U know, ejdiorts us to it ; 
Kdi ■■ to icek peace, and ensue it 

Win went agtio to Yisil Dick ; 
And eoteriDg in the yery nick. 
He fliw TingD NeU belabour. 
With Diek^s own stafl^ his peaceful neighbour : 
Pdor Will, who needs must interpose, 
BeoeivM a brace or two of blows. 
Bm DOW, to make my story short. 
Will drew out Dick to take a quart. 
Why, IKck, thy wife has devilish whims; 
'Odi4NidBt why don't you break her limbs; 
If she were mine, and had such tricks, 
Fd teach her how to handle sticks : 
Z— di! I woukl ship her to Jamaica, 
Or tinck the carrion for tobacco : 
Fd tend her far enough away — 
Dear Will ; but what would people say ? 
Lofd! I should get so ill a name. 
The neighbours round would ciy out shame. 

Dick sufierM for his peace and credit; 
But who believM him when he said it ? 
Can he, who makes himself a slave, 
Coosult his peace, or credit save ? 
Dick found it by his ill success, 
His quiet small, his credit less. 
She servM him at the usual rate; 
She stunn'd, and then she broke his pate : 
And, what he thought the hardest case, 
The parish jeer'd him to his face; 
Those men, who wore the breeches least, 
Caird him a cuckold, fool, and beast. 
At home he was pursued with noise ; 
Abroad was pester'd by the boys : 
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Within, his wife would break his bones; 
Witliout, they pelted him witli stoues ; 
The 'prentices procur'd a riding,* 
To act his patience, and her chiding. 
False patience and mlstakea pride 1 

■ 

There are ten thousand Dicks beside : 
Slaves to their quiet and good name, 
Are us'd like Dick, and bear the blame; 



THE BIRTH OF MANLY VIRTUE 

INSCRIBED TO LORD CARTERBTf 1724. 

** Gratioretpulchroveniensin corpore Virtuf.** Vitfi 

Once on a time, a righteous sage, 
Griev'd at the vices of the age. 
Applied to Jove with fervent prayer : 

** O Jove, if Virtue be so fair 
As it was deem'd in former dajs^ 
By Plato and by Socrates, 
Whose beauties mortal eyes escape^ 
Only for want of outward shape : 
Make then its real excellence. 
For once, the theme of human sense; 
So shall the eye, by form confin'd, 
Direct and fix the wandering miod; * 
And long deluded mortals see, 
With rapture what they us'd to flee !** 

Jove grants the prayer, gives Tnrtae birthy 
And bids him bless and mend the earth. 

** A wcU-kDowQ homorous cavalcade, in ridicule of a Koldiof wl 
aad heopecked huabaod. H. 
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iBdioUL falm Mooming fredi and 
JXow made — jt gods — a son and heir : 
Anhev: and, stranger yet to hear. 
An heir, an orphan of a peer ; 
Bat prodigies are wrought, to prove 
Noddng fanpossible to Jove: 

'Vntne was for this sex deagn'd. 
In nild reproof to womankind ; 
In numlj torm to let them see. 
The lofeliness <tf modesty. 
The dioiisand decencies that shone 
WMi kmen'd lustre in their own ; 
Wkidi few had leamM enough to priase, 
And tome thoo^t modish to despise. 

To make his merit more discem'd. 
He goes to school — he reads — ia leam'd ; 
Bais'd hif^ above his birth, by knowledge, 
He shines distinguished in a college; 
Revived nor honour, nor estate, 
Hinaelf alone should make him great. 
Here aoon for every art renown'd, 
ffii influence is diffusM around ; 
Th' inferior youth, to learning kd. 
Less to be fam'd than to be fed, 
BehcM the glory he has won. 
And blush to see themselves outdone; 
And now, inflamed with rival rage, 
In sdentific strife engage. 
Engage; and, in the glorious strife. 
The arts new kindle into life. 

Here would our hero ever dwell, 
FixM in a lonely learned cell ; 
Contented to be truly great. 
In Virtue's best belovM retreat; 

r2 
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'x 

€oDteDted he — ^but Fate ordaSnSy 
He DOW shall shine in nobler scenes^ 
Rais'd high, like some celestial fire. 
To shine the more, still rising higberj 
Completely form'd in every part, 
To win the soul, and glad the heart 
The j)owerfiiI voice, the gracefol mieii^ 
Lovely alike, or heard, or seen ; 
The outward form and inward vie. 
His soul bright beaming from his eye. 
Ennobling every act and air. 
With just, and generous, and sincore. 
Accomplish'd thus, his next resort 
Is to the council and the court. 
Where virtue is in least repute, 
And interest the one pursuit ; 
Where right and wrong are bought and wbU, 
Bartered for beauty, and for golch; 
Here Manly Virtue, even here, 
Pleas'd in the person of a peer, 
A peer; a scarcely bearded youth, * 
Who talk'd of justice and of truth, 
Of innocence the surest guard. 
Tales here forgot, or yet unheard; 
That he alone deservM esteem. 
Who was tlie man he wish'd to seem ; 
Call'd it unmanly and unwise. 
To lurk behind a mean disguise; 
(Give fraudful Vice the mask and screeli^ 
'Tis Virtue's interest to be seen;) 
Call'd want of shame a want of sense. 
And found, in blushes, eloquence. 

Thus, acting what he taught so well. 
He drew dumb Merit from her cell^ 
Led with amazing art along 
-The bashful damc^ and loos'd her tongue; 
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Andy while he made her value known, 
Tet more displayed and rab'd his own. 

Thus joung, thus pnM^ to all temptations^ 
He riaes to the highest stations; 
For where high honour is the prize. 
True Yirtne has a right Jo rise : 
Let eoortly slaves low bend the knee 
To Wealth and Vice in high degree : 
Exalted Worth disdams to owe 
Its grandeur to its greatest foe. 

Now rais'd on high, see Virtue shows 
The godlike ends for which he rose; 
For him, let proud Ambition know 
The height of glory here below. 
Grandeur, by goodness made complete ! 
To Mess, is truly to be great ! 
He taught how men to honour rise, 
like gilded vapours to the skies, 
Which^ howsoever they display 
Their glory from the god of day. 
Their noblest use is to abate 
His dangerous excess of heat. 
To shield the infant fruits and ^wers. 
And bless the earth with genial showers. 

Now change the scene ; a nobler care 
Danands him in a higher sphere :* 
Distress <tf nations calls him hence, 
Permitted ao by Providence ; 
For models, made to mend our kind, 
To no one clime should be confin'd; 
And Manly Virtue, like the sun, 
ffis course of glorious toils should run ; 

* Lord Carteret had the honour of mediatiog peac€ for Sweden 
^ Densuurk and with the eiar. H. 

p3 
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Alike diffusiDg io his flight 

CoDgenial joy, aod life, aod light. 

Pale Envy sickens, Error flies, 

And Discord io his presence dies; 

Oppression hides with guilty dread. 

And Merit rears her drooping head; 

The arts revive, the vallies sing. 

And winter softens into eprmg: 

The wondering world, where'er he moTei^ 

With new delight looks up and loves; 

One sex consenting to admire^ 

Not less the other to desire ; 

While he, though seated on a throne^ 

Confines his love to one alone : 

The rest condemn'd, with rival voice 

Bepining do applaud his choice. 

Fame now reports, the Western Isle 
Is made his mansion for a while, 
Whose anxious natives, night and dayv 
(Happy beneath his righteous sway) 
Weary the gods with ceaseless prayer. 
To bless him, and to keep him there; 
And claim it as a debt from Fate, 
Too lately found, to lose him late*. 



TERSES ON THE UPRIGHT JUDGE 

WHO COia)EMN£D THE DBAPIBR^S FRimSB* 



The church I hate, and have good 
For there my grandsire cut his weasand : 
He cut his weasand at the altar; 
I keep my gullet for the baiter. 
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ON THE SAME. 

Iw dMDdi joat gnnddre cut hb throal! 

To do the job, too km^ he tarried : 
He dioald have had my hearty vote, 

To cut his throat before he married. 



ON THE SAME. 

(THK JUDGB 8FKAK8.) 

I'm not the grandson of that am ^Qnin; 
Nor can you prove it, Mr. Pasqum. 
If 7 grand-dame had gallauts bj twenties^ 
And bore my mother by a 'prentice. 
This when my grandsire knew, they tell us he 
In Christ church cut his throat for jealousy. 
And, since the alderman was mad you say^ 
Then I must be so toot, ex traduce. 

> Ab aldorasn. F. 
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RIDDLE& 

BT OR. flWIVT AKD BIS FBISMIll. 
WBITTXN m OR ABOUT TBI TIAX 1721. 

1. ON A PEN. 

In youth exalted high in air, 
Or bathiog in the waters fair, 
Nature to form me took delight. 
And clad my body all in white. 
My person tall, and slender waist. 
On either side with fringes grac'd; 
Till me that tyrant man espi'd. 
And dra^'d me from my mother's aide : 
No wonder now I look so thin ; 
The tyrant stripped me to the skin: 
My skin he flayed, my hair he cropped : 
At head and foot my body lopp'd : 
And then, with heart more hard than stoiMS» 
He pick'd my marrow from the bone. 
To vex me more, he took a freak 
To slit my tongue, and make me speak : 
But, that which wonderful appears, 
I speak to eyes, and not to ears. 
He oft employs me in disguise. 
And makes me tell a thousand lies : 
To me he chiefly gives in trust 
To please his malice or his lust 
From me no secret he can hide; 
I see his vanity and pride : 
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And mj delight is to expose 
His fi^es to his greatest foes. 

All languages I can command^ 
Tet not a word I understand. 
Without my. aid, the best divine 
In learning would not know a line : 
The lawyer must forget his pleading; 
The scholar could not show his reading. 

Vvy ; man mj master is my slave ; 
I give command to kill or save, 
Can grant ten thousand pounds a year, 
And make a beggar's brat a peer. 

But, while I thus my life relate, 
I only hasten on my fate. 
My tongue is black, my mouth is furr'd^ 
I hardly .now can force a word* 
I die unpitied and forgot. 
And on some dunghill left to rot 



n. ON GOLD. 

All-ruling tyrant of the earth, 
To vilest slaves I owe my birth. 
How is the greatest monarch Uest, 
When in my gawdy livery drest t 
No haughty nymph has power to run 
From me ; or my embraces shun. 
Stabb'd to the heart, condemned to flame> 
My constancy is still the same* 
The favourite messenger of Jove^ 
And Lemoiaa God, consulting stipoy^;-. 
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To make me glorious to the sight 
Of mortals, and the God's delight. 
Soon would their altars' flame expire 
If I refused to lend them fire. 



in. 

Bf fate exalted high in place, 
Lo, here I stand with double face ; 
Superior none on earth I find ; 
But see below me all mankind. 
Yet, as it oft attends the great> 
I almost sink with my own weight. 
At every motion undertook. 
The vulgar all consult my look. 
I sometimes give advice in writing, 
But never of my own inditing. 

I am a courtier in my way ; 
For those who raisM me, I betray ; 
And some give out that I entice 
To lust, and luxury, and dice ; 
Who punishments on me inflict, 
Because they find their pockets pickM. 

By riding post, I lose my health ^ 
And Qnly to get others wealth. 



IT. ON THE P0STERI0R8» 



Because I am by nature blind, 
I wisely choose to walk behind ; 
Howcvct, to avoid disgrace, 
I let ao creature see my face. 
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My wwds are few, but spoke with seDse ; 
And yet my speaking gives offence : 
Or, if to whisper I presume. 
The company will fly the room. 
By all the world I am opprest ; 
And my oppression gives them rest 
4 Through me, though sore against my will. 
Instructors every art instil. 
By thousands I am sold and bought. 
Who neither get nor lose a groat ; 
For none, alas ! by me can gain. 
But those who give me greatest pain. 
Shall man presume to be my master, 
Who^s but my caterer and taster ? 
Yet, though I always have my wiU» 
Fm but a mere depender still : 
An humble hanger-on at best; 
Of whom all people make a jest. ^ 

Id me detractors seek to find 
Two vices of a different kind : 
Fm too profuse, some censurers ciy, 
And all I get, I let it fly : 
While others give me many a curse, 
Because too close I hold my purse. 
Biit this I know, in either case 
They dare not charge me to my face. 
'TIS true, indeed, sometimes I save, 
Sometimes run out of all I have ; 
Sut, when the year is at an end. 
Computing what I get and spend. 
My goings-out, and cooungs-in, 
I cannot find I lose or win; 
And therefore all that know me say, 
I justly keep the middle way. 
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I'm always by my bettera led; 
I last get up, and first a-bed ; 
Though, if I rise before my time. 
The learn'd in sciences sublime 
Consult the stars, and thence foretell 
Good luck to those with whom I dwell. 



V. OK A HORN. 

The joy of man, the pride of brutes, 
Domestic subject for disputes. 
Of plenty thou the emblem fair, 
Adorn'd by nymphs with all their care ! 
I saw thee rais'd to high renown, 
Supporting half the British crown; 
And often have I seen thee grace 
The chaste Diana's infant face; 
And whensoe'er you please to shine, 
Less useful is her light than thine : 
Thy numerous fingers know their way, 
And oft in Caelia's tresses play. 

To place thee in another view, 
I'll sliow the world strange things and true; 
What lords and dames of high degree 
May justly claim their birth from thee ! 
The soul of man with spleen you vex; 
Of spleen you cure the female sex. 
Thee for a gift the courtier sends 
With pleasure to his special friends : 
He gives, and with a generous pride. 
Contrives all means the gift to hide ; 
Wor oft can the receiver know. 
Whether he has the gift or no. 
On airy wings you take your flighti 
And Hy unseen both day and night ; 
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Conceal jour fonn with rarious trklu; 

And few know how or where jou ^x : 

Yet some, who ne'er bestowM diee^ boast 

That thej to others gire thee most. 

Mean time, the wise a qaestioQ start. 

If thou a real being art ; 

Or but a creature of the brain, 

That gives imaginaiy pain ? 

But the slj giver better knows thee ; 

Who feels true joys when he bestows thee. 



TI. ON ▲ COBKSCBEW. 

TuovaH I, alas f a prisoner be, 
L.y trade is prisoners to set free. 
Ko slave his lord's commands obeys 
With such indnuating ways. 
-My genius piercing, sharp, and bright, 
Wherein the men of wit delight 
The cleigy keep me for thdr ease. 
And turn and wind me as they please. 
A new and wondVous art I show 
Of raising q;>irits from below ; 
In scarlet some, and some in white ; 
They rise, walk round, yet never fright. 
In at each mouth the spirits pass, 
IKstinctly seen as through a glass : 
O^er head and body make a rout. 
And drive at last all secrets out : 
And still, the more I show my art. 
The more they open every heart 

A greater chemist none than I, 
WIks from materials hard and dry, 
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Have taught men to extract with skill 
More precious juice than from a still. 

Although I'm often out of case, 
I'm not asham'd to show my face. 
Though at the tables of the great 
I near the sideboard take my seat ; 
Yet the plain 'squire, when dinner's done, 
Is never pleas'd till I make one : 
He kindly bids me near him stand ; 
And often takes me by the hand* 

I twice a day a hunting go; 
Wor ever fail to seize my foe ; 
And when I have him by the pole, 
I drag him upward from his hole ; 
Though some are of so stubborn kind, 
I'm forc'd to leave a limb behind. 

I hourly wait some fatal end ; 
For I can break, but scorn to bend. 



ril. THE GULF OF ALL HUMAN POSSBSSlOVi 

Come hither, and behold the fruits, 
Vain man ! of all thy vain pursuits. 
Take wise advice, and look behind. 
Bring all past actions to thy mind. 
Here you may see as in a glass. 
How soon all human pleasures paaSk 
How will it mortify thy pride. 
To turn the true impartial side t 
How will your eyes contain their tear 
When all the sad reverse appears I 

Tliis cave within its womb coofiaes 
The last result of all designs : 
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Hnre lie deposited the spoib 
Of busy mortals' eodiess toils : 
Here, with an easy search, we find 
The fioul comiptioos of mankind. 
The wretched purchase here behold 
Of tralton, who their country sold. 
This gulf insatiate imbibes 

The lawyer's fees, the statesman's bribes. 

Here, in their proper shape and mien, 

Ftaod, perjury, and guilt are seen. 
Necessity, the tyrant's law. 

An human race must hither draw ; 

An prompted by the same desire. 

The vigorous youth, and aged sire. 

BdM^ the coward and the brare. 

The haughty prince, the humble slave. 

Physician, lawyer, and divine. 

An make oblations at this shrine. 

Some enter boldly, some by stealth. 

And leave behind their fruitless wealth. 

For, while the bashful sylvan maid, 

Aa half asham'd, and half afraid. 

Approaching finds it hard to part 

Whh that which dwelt so near her heart ; 
' The courtly dame, unmov'd by fear, 

Pkofiisely pours her oflTerings here. 
A treasure here of leamiog lurks, 

Huge heaps of never-dying works : 

lAbours of many an ancient sage. 

And millions of the present age. 
In at this gulf all offerings pass, 

And lie an undistinguishM mass. 

Deucalion, to restore mankiod. 

Was bid to throw the stones behind, 
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So those who here their gifts convej 
Are forc'd to look another way ; 
For few, a chosea few, must know 
The mysteiies that lie below. 

Sad chamelhouse I a dismal dome. 
For which all mortals leave their home 1 
The young, the beautiful, and brave. 
Here burj'd in one common grave ! 
Where each supply of dead renews 
Unwholesome damps, offensive dews : 
And lo ! the writing on the walls 
Points out where each new victim fidls{ 
The food of worms and beasts obscene 
Who round the vault luxuriant reigo. 

See where those mangled corpses lie. 
Condemned by female hands to die ; 
A comely dame, once clad in white, 
Lies there consigned to endless night ; 
By cruel hands her blood was spilt, 
And yet her wealth was all her guilts 

And here six virgins in a tomb^ 
All-beauteous ofispring of one womb^ 
Oft in the train of Venus seen. 
As fair and lovely as their queen : 
In royal garments each was drest, 
Each with a gold and purple vest ; 
I saw them of their garments stripp'd^ 
Their throats were cut, their bellies ripp'd. 
Twice were they buty'd, twice were born, 
Twice from tlieir sepulchres were torn; 
But now dismembered here are cast. 
And find a resting-place at last. 

Here oil the curious traveller findfi 
The combat of opposing winds : 
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And seeks to leam the secret cause, 
Winch alicD seems from natuie's laws; 
Wfaj at this cavers tremendous mouth, 
He ieek at ooce both north and south : 
Whether the vindsi, In caTems pent. 
Through clefts oppugnaut force a Tent^ 
Or vhether, opening all his stores, 
Fierce .£olus in tempest roars. 

TeC, from this miogied mass of things, 
Id time a aev creation springs. 
These cnide materials once shall rise 
To ill the eartit, and air, and skies : 
lo Tarloos fionns appear again. 
Of Tegetabk^ bnites, and men. 
So Jove proDouncM among the gods, 
Ol^pus trembling as he bods. 



-Tin. LOUISA* TO STREPROK. 

Ah! Strephon, how can 70U despise 
Her, who without thy pity dies ? 
ToStrephon I have still been tine, 
And of as noble blood as you ; 
Fahr isBoe of the genial bed, 
A yiigin in thy bosom bred ; 
Embrac'd thee closer than a wife : 
Wheo thee I leave, I leave my life. 
Why diould my shepherd take amiss. 
That oft I wake thee with a kiss? 
Yet you of every kiss complain ; 
Ah ! is not love a pleasing pain ? 
A pain which every happy night 
Ton cure with ease and with delight ; 

* Tbii riddle is solred by tn anagrasi. H 
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With pleasure, as the poet siDgs, 
Too great for mortals less than kings. 

Chloe, when on thy breast I lie, 
Observes me with revengeful eye : 
If Chloe o'er thy heart prevails, 
Shell tear me with her deq^erate nails; 
And with relentless hands destroy 
The tender pledges of our joy. 
Not have I bred a spurious race ; 
They all were bom from thy embrace: • 

Consider, Strephon, what you do; 
For, should I die for love of you, 
I'll haunt thy dreams, a bloodless f^ost; ' 
And all my kin (a numerous host, 
Who down direct our lineage bring 
' From victors o'er the Memphian king; 
Renown'd in sieges and campaigns^ 
Who never fled the bloody plains; 
Who in tempestuous seas can sporty 
And scorn the pleasures of a court ; 
From whom great Sylla found his doom, 
Who scourgM to death that scourge of Boiiie) 
Shall on thee take a vengeance dire ; 
Thou, like Alcides, shalt expire. 
When his envenomed shirt he wore^ 
And skin and flesh in pieces tore. 
Not less that shirt, my rival's gift, 
Cut from the piece that made her shii^ 
Shall in thy dearest blood be dy'd. 
And make thee tear thy tainted bide. 



uoDLvi ■# saa 



DsHttv^ 6f VO0I9 md brucJiy' md titfi, 
Tct tmmtn I liear ef etv]rkiod; 
Aad Mdi !■ nj praliie pofwer, 
TI17 bkMND in lorn tbn half u hour; 
Td ilaiiden I17 may plaiidjr Me 
IFli^ Ijet DO MNUMiflWBl firm ne; 
Ify headiHcbgiddifleBfoeinNind; 
Aadyet I firndyftaodnij^NNUid: 
AH am naked 1 amieeii, 
And painted like an Imfian qneen. 
No ooa^e-bcggar in the iaad 
E'er join*d mch mimlien hand in hand ; 
I joinM them Aurty with a nag; 
Hot can our panoD blame tlie thom;: 
Andy thoii^ no mania|^ wotda aw spoke, 
They part not tiU the ring is broke; 
Tet bTpocrite fimaticB cry, 
An bitt an idol iidt'd on U|^ : 
And once a weaver in our town, 
A damnM Croawdian, knod^'d me down. 
I lay a pnaner twen^ yean^ 
And dm the joflai eaTriien 
To their old port lestor'd afl tfve^ 
I mean the dmrchy the kiqg» and me: 



X. ow THB xoom 



I WITH bcMTTOw'd Bihrer dnu; 
Wlatyoasee is none of mine; 
▼oim X. a 
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First I show jmi but a quarter, 

Lake the bow that guards the Tartar ; 

Then the half, and then the whole. 

Ever dancing round the pole. 

And, what will raise your admiratioiv 

I am not one of God's creation, 

But sprung (and I this truth maintain) 

Like Pallasr from my father's brain. 

And, after all) I chiefly owe 

My beauty to the shades below. 

Most wondrous forms you see me wear,. 

A man, a woman, lion^ bear, 

A fish, a fowl, a cfoud, a fields 

All figures Heaven or earth can yield f 

Like Daphne sometimes in a tree ; 

Tet am not one of all you see. 



XI^ ON A CIBCLK. 

I'm up and down, and round about. 
Yet all the world can't find me out. 
Though hundreds have employ 'd their leiiur^ 
They never yet could find my mieBnire. 
I'm found almost in every gardes^ 
Kay in the compass of a farthing. 
There's neither chariot, coach, uor milly 
Can move aa inch except I wilL 
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XII. OV IKK. 

I AX jet Uack, as 70U may see, 
The scm of pitch, and gloomy night : 

Tet an that know me will agree, 
r m dead except I fire in Ugfat 

• 

SometimeB in panegyric high. 
Like lofty Pindar^ I can soar .' 

And raise a virgin to the sky, 
Or ank her td a pocky whore. 

My blood this day is very sweet, 

To-morrow of a bitter juice ; 
like milk, 'tis cryM about the street. 

And so apply'd to different use. 

Most wondrous is my magic power : 
For with one colour I can paint ^ 

m make the devil a saint thfe hour, 
Next make a devit of a saint 

Through distant regions I cad fly. 
Provide me but with paper wings ; 

And fairly show a reason why 
There should be quarrels among kings. 

And, after all, you'll think it od4i 
When learned doctors will dispdt^ 

That I diould point the word of God, 
And show where they can best confute. 



J 

I 
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Let lawyers bawl and straiD their throats 
'Tis I that must the lands convey, 

And strip their clients to their coats; 
Nay, give their very souls away. 



XIII. ON THE FIVE SENSES. 

All of US in one you'll find. 
Brethren of a wondrous kind : 
Yet among us all no brother 
Knows one tittle of the other; 
We in frequent councils are. 
And our marks of things declare. 
Where, to us unknown, a clerk 
Sits, and takes them in the dark. 
He^s the regbtcr of all 
In our ken, both great and small ; 
By us forms his laws and lules, 
He's our master ; we his tools ; 
Yet we can witl^gi-eatest ease 
Turn and wind him where we please.- 

One of us alone can sleep. 
Yet no watch the rest will keep. 
But the moment that he closes^ 
Every brother else reposes. 

If wine's bought, or victuals drest^ 
One enjoys them for the rest, 

Fierce us all with wounding sted^ 
t3ne for all of us will feel. 

Though ten thousand cannons rotr,; 
Add to them ten thousand mofe> 
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Xr. ON AN ECHO. 



Never sleeping, still awake. 
Fleasing most vheo raeet I speak ; 
The delight of old and young, 
Thou^ I speak without a tongue. 
Nought but one thing can confound nM; 
Many voices joining round me; 
Then I fret, and rave, and gabble^ 
Like tlie labourers of Babel. 
Now I am a dog, or cow, 
I can bavk, or I cau low, 
I can bleat, or I can sing, 
Like the warblers of the spring* 
Let the lovesick bard coroplaio^ 
And I mourn the cruel pain ; 
Let the happy swain rejoice. 
And I join my helping voice : 
Both are welcome, grief or joy, 
I with either sport and toy. 
Though a lady, I am stout. 
Drums and trumpets bring me out : 
Then I clash, and roar, and rattle, 
Join in all the din of battle. 
Jove, with all his loudest thunder, 
When I'm vest, can't keep me uoderi 
Yet so tender is my ear. 
That the lowest voice I hear; 
Much I dread the coiurtier^s fate^ 
When his merit's out of date. 
For I hate a silent breath. 
And a whisper is my death* 
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XVI. ON A SUUXW IN A QLABS. 

Br MMnelhiDg fomi'd, I DMhiog an^ 
Yneyay thing tbatyoucao ounc} 
In DO [dace hare 1 ever, been, 
Yet every where I majr be kcb ; 
In all thiogB false, yet almyy true, 
I'ln Blill tbe same— but never oew. 
Lifeless, life's perfect form I n-ear, 
Cau sttov a nose, eye, loiiguc, or eai; 
Yet oeilher smell, see, taste, or hear. 
All ehupes ami leatures I can boast. 
No flesh, uo bones, no blood — no ghoet} 
All colours, witliout paint, put on, < 

And change like the csmeleon. 
SirifUy I come, aud enter there, 
Where not a chink lets in the air ; 
Uke thought, I'm ia a ncKoeDt gone, 
Nor can I erer be «loDe ; 
^ All things OD eailh I imitate 
Faster than oalure can create; 
Sofflelimes imperial robes I weai; 
AttOD ID beggar's rags appear; 
A giant now, and straight an eU, ' 
I'm every one, but oe'er myielf ; 
Ne'er sad I moum, ne'er glad rejoice. 
I move my lips, but vant a voice ; 
I ne'er was bom, dot ne'er can die. 
Then prithee tell i«e what am V 
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Most things by me do rise and fall, 
^nd as I please they're great and small ; 
Invading foes without resistance, 
With ease I make to keep their distance; 
Agaiu^ as I'm dispos'd, the foe 
Will come, though not a foot they go. 
Both mountains, woods, and hilb, and rocb^ 
And gamesome floats, and fleecy flocks 
And lowing herds, and piping swaiin, 
Come dancing to me o'er the plains* 
The greatest whale that swims the sea 
Does instantly my power obey. 
In vain from me the sailor flies, 
The quickest ship I can surprise 
And turn it as I have a mind, 
And move it agaiost tide and wind. 
Nay, bring me here the tallest man, 
I'll squeeze him to a little span ; 
Or bring a tender child and pliant. 
You'll see me stretch him to a gianf 
Nor shall they in the least complain^ 
Because my magic gives no paior 



XVIII. ON timb; 



EvBR eating, never cloyinf^ 
All devouring, all destroying; 
Never Andirijg; full repast. 
Till I cat the world at last. 
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XIX. ON THE GALLOWS. 

Thbrb is a gate, we know Mi well. 
That stands 'twi^ Heinren^ and Earth, and Hell, 
Where many for a passage venture. 
Yet very few are fend to enter 2 "' 

Although 'tis fipeo night and day. 
They for that reason diiin this wiiy : 
Botk dukes and lords abhor its wood, 
They can't come near it for dieir Mood. 
What other way they take to go, 
.^tiolher time I'll Icit you know. 
Yet commoners witb gteatest ease ' 
Cau find an entrtoce iHien they pl6^. 
The poorest hitbermareh in state • 

(Or they can never pass the gate) 
Like Roman generals triumphant, / 
And then they take a turn and jump on't. 
If gravest parsons hei^ adVante, 
They cannot pass before they dance ; 
There's not a soul that does resoit lim^ 
But strips hiioself to pay the porteir^ 



XX. ON TBB VOWELS. 

We are little airy creaturesj ^ 
All of different voice and features 
One of us in glass is set, 
One of us you'll find in jet. 
T'other you may see in tin. 
And the fourth a box within : 
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If the fifth you should pursue, 
It can never flj from you. 



XXI. ON SNOir. 

From Heaven I fall, though from earth I begti, 
No lady alive can show such a skin. 
I'm bright as an angel, and light as a feather. 
But heavy and dark, when you squeeze me togfiOiitL 
Though candour and trutli in my aspect I bear. 
Yet many poor creatures I help to ensnare. 
Though so much of Heaven appears in my makc» 
The foulest impressions I easily take. 
My parent and I produce one another. 
The mother the daughter, the daughter the motli^ 



XXIJ. ON A CANNON- 

Begotten, and born, and dying with noiic^ 
The terror of women, and pleasure of boys^ 
Like the fiction of poets concerning the wlnd» 
I'm chiefly unruly when strongest confined. 
For silver and gold I donH trouble my hea4 
But all I delight in is pieces of lead; 
Except when I trade with a ship or a town, 
Why then I make pieces of iron go down. 
One property more I would have you remad; 
liTo lady was ever more fond of a spark ; 
The moment I get one, my souPs all a fire^ 
And I roar out my joy7 and in transport expire* 



(347) 



XXIII. ON A PAI& OF DICIL 

Wb are little brethren twaio, 
ArbiterB of loss and gaio, 
MaDj to our coimters run, 
Some are made, and some undone ; 
But men find it to their cost. 
Few are made, but numbers lost^ 
Though we plaj them tricks for ey^ 
Tet thejr jalwajs hope our favour. 



XXnr. ON ▲ CANDIiB. 
"TO LADT cAamit. 

Or all inhabitants on earth, 
To man alone I owe my birth, 
And yet the cow, the sheep, the beiv 
Are an my parents ONHre than he : 
I, a virtue, strange and rare, 
Make the fairest look more fair; 
And myself which yet is rarer, 
Growing old, grow adll the fairer, 
like sots, alone I'm duH eoouf^ 
When dos'd with smoke, and smearM with snaff; 
But, in the midst of mirth and wine, 
I with double lustre shine. 
£mblem of the Fair am I, 
Folish'd neck, and radiant eye; 
In my eye my greatest grace, 
Emblem of the Cy^clops' race^ 
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Metals I like them subdue. 
Slave like them to Vulcau toio. 
Emblem of a monarch old. 
Wise, and glorious to behold ; 
Wasted he appears, and pale, 
Watching for the public weal : 
Emblem of the bashful dame, 
That in secret feeds her flames 
Often aiding to impart 
All the secrets of her heart : 
Yanous is my bulk and hue. 
Big like Bess, and small like Sue : 
^ow brown and burnished like a niit, 
At other times a very slut ; 
Often fair, and soft, and tender. 
Taper, tall, and smootli, and slender; 
Like Flora, deck'd with fairest floweiy^ 
Like Phoebus, guardian of the hours { 
But, whatever be my dress, 
Greater be my size or less, 
Swelling be my shape or smaD, 
Like thyself I shine in alL 
Clouded if my face is seen. 
My complexion wan and green 
Languid like a lovesick maid, 
Steel affords me present aid. 
Soon or late, my date is doue» 
As my thread of life is spun ; 
Yet to cut the fatal thread 
Oft revives my drooping head ; 
Yet I perish in my prime. 
Seldom by the death of time^ 
Die like lovers as they gaze. 
Die for those I live to plea^; 



lUDDIiES. U9 



De unpitied to 017 luiv 

or wann the fair for whom I buni^ 

bfHtied, UDlaineDTed too, 

le like all that look od 700. 



XXT. to lady cabtkret. 

CH all tbiogB near me, and far off to boot. 
It Btretcbing a finger, or stiiring a foot; 
them all in too, to add to your wonder, 
h many and yarious, and lai^ge and asunder, 
it jostling or crowding they pass side by side^ 
cfa fl wonderful wicket, not half an inch wide : 
[ lodge them at ease in a very large store, 
breadth or length, with a thousand things more. 
8 I can do without witchcraft or charm, 
^ aometimes, they say, I bewitch and do harm.; 
^ cdd, I inflame; and though quiet, invade; 
otbing can shield from ray spell but a shade. 
f that has robb'd you, or done you disgrace 
peal mirror, I'll show you his face : 
[f you'll believe what the poets have said, 
il tell you I kin, and can call back the dead. 
iODJurerssafe in my circle I dweD, 
to look Idack too, it heightens my qpell; 
;h my ma^c is mighty in every hue, 
ce all m J power must see it in Tou. 
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jlKSWERXD BY DR. SWIFr. 

With half an eje your riddle I spy, 

I observe your wicket bemmM in by a tbicket, 

And whatever passes is straioed through glaasef 

You say it is quiet : I flatly deny it. 

It wanders about, without stirrlug out ; 

No passion so weak but gives it a tweak; 

liove, joy, and devotion, set it always in motioiL 

And as for the tragic effects of its magic, 

When you say it can kill, or revive at its will, 

The dead are all sound, and the live above ground: 

After all you have writ, it cannot be wit ; 

Wliich plainly does follow, since it flies from Apolfe 

Its cowardice such it cries at a touch; 

'Tis a perfect milksop, grows drunk with a dn^ 

Another great fault, it cannot bear salt : 

And a hair can dbarm it of every charm. 



XXVI TO LADY CARTERET. 

■Y DR. 8WIFT.* 

From India's burning clime I'm brought, • 

Witli cooling gales like zephyrs fraught* 
Kor Iris, when she paints the sky. 
Can show more diflerent hues than I ^ 
Nor can she change her form so fast, 
I'm now a sail, and now a mast. 
I here am red, and there am green, 
A beggar there, and here a queen. 

* This and the following Riddle ir ere original I7 commuDimied 
Swift to Oidiswortti, w1k> iiubli&bed ilivm in the Musc*i M 
tury, N. 



RIDDLES. SSI 

Kve in house of hair, 
Aad oft io hand of lady UAc. 
Ipleaae the yoiin^ I grace the c^d, 
Amdwm at once both hot and cold. 
Sigr.whal I am then, if joucan, 
Andiod the riiyme, and you're the man; 

AiraWXRKD BY DR. SHERIDAH. 

ToiTE houfle of hair, and lady's hand 
At first did pat me to a stand. 
I have it now — ^His plain enough — 
Tour hairy business is a muff. 
Tour eopoe fraught with cooling gale% 
'Atonee 80 like your masts and sails; 
And for the riiyme to you're the mai^ 
What its it better than a fan ? 



▲ RIODI.E. 

I'm wealthy and poor, 

I'm empty and full, 
I'm bumWe and proud^ 

I'm witty and dufl. 
Vm foul, and yet fair ; 

I'm old, and yet young '; 
I He with MoU Kerr, 

And toast Mrs. Long* 
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ANSWER, BY MR, F — R. 

In rig^ng he's rich, though m pccket he's poor ; 

He cringes to courtiers, and cocks to t)ie cite ; 
Like twentj he dresses, but looks like threescore; 

He's a wit to the fools, and a fool to the wits. 
Of wisdom he's empty, but full of conceit; 

He paiots and perfumes, while he rots with the scab; 
'Tis a beau yotl m'av swear by his sense and his gait ; 

He boasts of a beauty, and lies with a dral^. 



iSND OF THE TENTH TOLlTHfi. 
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